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ACT 1 


RODOR 15 


That thou. 3 re. 
As if the Strings wats 
Shoultt know of th 

Iago, But oo 
If ever 1 did ds 
abhor me, 


Iago, De >cfoile me __ 10 5 
do not. Three great ones of the CNN 
in perſona] ſuit to meke me his Licuteganfy 1 1 
Ot-Cap'd to him : Aud by 47 Faith 1 


Den Pride and Purpoſe; - 
2 i ombaſt Cir cumſtance, 
Ws; Pficbers of War : ; „ Oi 
FJD — ny for certes, ſays he, 
hoſe my Officer. And what, Was he 
gb verician, 


1 e Son no worſe 4 Place, 
16685 


FRO 


| 15 dts he Bookiſh Theorick;* 

hy toped 90 Blots can propoſe 

i% 28.50; N. artle, without practice, 
5 8 3 or 


"Sir, had th' Election; 
Fad {een the proof 
on other Grounds 
He. muſt be be-lee*d, and calm'd 
| 7 pd Credit or. This Counter-caſter, 
e, ruſt bis Lieutenant be, 
he mak, his Moor ſhip's Ancient. 
n, I rather would have been his Hangman. 
Mere's no remedy, tis the curſe of Service; 
goes by Letter and Affection, 
Gradationg where each ſccond 
et. Now, Sir, be judge your ſelf, 
ut term am Aſſig d. 


ot follow him then. 
etcnt you; 
P 0 my turn upon him. 
> + Maſters, nor all Masters 
1 15 oY low'd. You ſhall maik 
Me. eee Knave, 
icon ohſequious Bondage, 
0g . much like his Maſter's Als, 
eender, and when he's old, Ciſhzer'd; 
ann Noneſt Knaves. Others there are . 
9919 * * Is * 7% Farms and Viſeges of Duty, 
, © I 8 [ts 3 on themſclycs; 


Moor of V EN1CE, 


And throwing” but ſhows of Service on their Lan 
Do well thrive by them; and when they bayg lun; | 
Coats, 8 

Do themſelves Homage. Theſe Fellow * 

and ſuch a one do I profeſs my e "oy «MF * 
t is as Care as yon ere Rodrigo r 
Were l the Moor, I would not be agen 50 n 
Ia 1 low idg bim, 1 fold e mm y c 
['-2v gs my Judge, not Bam 287 "ON 
ce ming fo, tor my perl EET 
Fe or won ber my outww ard Action 6 . 5 


But 1 ill on ear my len 
r Daws to pecc at; eee 1 
"Rod \V bat a fall Fete 

If h- can carry ber h n 

ago. Call up her Path ES 

7 ute him, make aſtet kits, a * 

Proclaim him in the Streets, ene 

And tho” he in a fertile Chandte dwell 3 

Plague him with Flies; The" cry A's 

Yer throw ſuch Changes "ag oh 

As it. may loſe ſome Cal 
Rod. Here is her Fach 
Jago. Do, with lik HOLD 

As when, by Night 


Rod Whit hams . 
Iago, Ns. 4 
Look to your H 
Ten Thieves! 
Enie 
Bra, W hat is the 
hat is the Matter 
Rod. Signior, | 
Jago. Are your of 
Bra. Why ? where 
Lago. Sir, you re robbie 
Your Heart is burſt, you „ 


"ih þ 


bi 13S 
* ] 


oraz o, the 


een very now an old black Ram 
your white Ewe, Ariſe, ariſe, 
eig Citizens with the Bell, 
Je {Devil will make a Grandſire of you? 
4 LIK 
1 have you loft your Wits ? 
Nezerend Signior, * you know my Voice ? 


61, auc — dravghts, 
1 1 07 wou come op 


7 „ 
3 Power 
fg 7 — to thee, 


oy! Jags vir, 7 1 not ſerve God, 
© 4 13 ITS ne co pon Service, 


* 
BY 


„ 1oatrtil 


| * pd; - 4 


Naas, y e eur Davph- 
Mie your Ne- 


* « Fw Opn he Coufits, 
ed art . 
ere you, your Daughter 
ur . ich two Backs, 


pt vor [ beſived For, 
want 7 2 2 


bo * f 8 * ry 7 * 6 7 fe ay 8 
* 5 Waere 14 of 44 7 
i Wl + 25 9 ö 1 8 * 14 6 | . * * —4 
y IP 'S , GRANT N A \ l * 
15 F q l ul © 4 +5. 
'” 4 Ty 4 o , * * 
, 4 4 i \ 1 * d , l : : 
4 * wa N 9 = I” | „ . A 21 1 * F. 4 
e 0 „ * Y + I "© & 77 4 
0 % 7 wo ! 4 Ni ' 3 d 
* 18 i 0 5 "" 7 
4 l 9, 4 . \' 1 24 1 * 1 4 7 * 
N. o 


Moor of V EN1CE. 


this odd Even and dull Watch o'th' * * 
T:21{;01ted with no worſe or better guard, f 
nat with a Knave of common hire, 4 
To the groſs claſps of a laſcivious Moor: 
this be known to you, and your a} 
We then have done you bold and x 3 
hut if you know not this, my Man | „ "my of 8 
We have your wrong Rebuke, Doug eve e \ 
That from the Senſe of all Civic 5 
Wen, mw 


| thus would play ard trifls with * by 
non arab, 115 e 
a , 70 a4 ; » | 9 


Your Daughter, if you have not green | 
i ſay again, hath made a grols Revolty'! „ 
Tying — Duty, Beauty Wir nad K 1 
To an extravagant and WhReWng r 
fierce and every where AGE MET 
: 7.- ve in ber Chama ee Foals, © | 
2: looſe on mg the Jo; 1 


For thus deluding Ry at Uh 4 
Bra. Strike of © Tinder ho 10% Wt 1 . 
Give mea Taper e e am a | 
This Accident id not Ne wy”t 8 ee DANES | 
Bdlief of it * ready, Vote, 
Light, I ſay, | _— 
Iago. Farewell ** Fl 1 
ems not teeth 1:07; WR d 1 
Jo be Done n e 1 ye 
Lainſt the Moor. Fer fre whe 
| lowever this may art den be OD 
Cannot with Sate e ve/Hed IT 
\. th ſoch loud Reef wthes | 
Whick e'en now, (ea; Ad, 1 80 8 to 
Another of his fas WNW WT 
To lead their Buſig en ee 
h 1 do hare hir Tn 


Yet, for nece bY L. jugs täte 5 b bs 
4 PF.) 1 


muſt ſhew o 


(Which is indeed but TM 3 | 11 b 
dad to the Sagittary 


5. 


OTHeELLo, the 


Enter N rahar tiene bis Night. gown, with Servants and Torches. 
is eo true an Evil. Gone ſhe is, 
WW. RTE eme of my deſpiſed Time, 
NN ta F Is nt * u; Mitterneſs. Now, Ro dorigo. 
. * * en fee her: Oh un} 2Ppy Gu] 
vt h 1 Aeiſt tou! Who would be a Father ? 
1 Ch fo. eos 1c? Oh ſhe deceives me 
P.. Paſb-rborithe What f3id ſhe to you ? Get more Tapers— 
605 Rice all my Nine are they Marricd, think you? 
* 3 RoduPEruly Virbink they arg. 
5 Bras. Oh Heav'r how gat ſhe out ? 
va Oh Treaſon of my Hood! 
_ Fathers, fon hence truſt not your DD uphters Minds 
2 iY By what you ſreithem e there no Charms, 
By which the proper Youth, and M-1ihood 
Mee bus“? Hare you Tre my Rodortgo, 
Gene ach thing? 1 20 
A $* nd, Ves. Sir, 1 have weed, "44g 
4 Cull up my Brothers; ol would you bad had her! 
2 5 Some one Wey, ie another Dou know 
| Where we Wu apprehend: her, and the Moor ? 
iN * . 1 chin L.can.g{cover him, H you pleaſe 
t goof Gu rd, and g Wong with me. 
* Bra. Brey ou en en, erer, Houſ: 1! call, 
5 may enmmand moſs. et Weapons, Hoa! 
< 7 And reite forme ſgogi Officers f might: 
0 n, e i delcrye Nr Pains, Exeuut. 
ts? "SM BI / uh 11. Me Streit. 


f 0 ion, * Attendant: with Torches, 


71 ruh the'Trode of War 7 have ſlnn Men, 
; . do I hoigat very Kaff o'th' Conſcicnce 
j | 3 do no ca Murder: L lack bl iquity 

| Bs BS metimes to doe Service, Nine or ter: times 

iQ Ly Fad thought | te haut yerk'd him here * the Rib. 
4g A : . Its butthrios/ic 1 Win 

F Traps Nin ee k prated, 


175 


0 b 


Au ſpoke, dich. l provoking Term 
ei are, Wich the (it: 0 Godlineſs I have, 
WE "111: Bat I pray you, Sir, 
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Moor of VENICE. 


Are you faſt Married? Be aſſur'd of this, | 
That the Maꝑnifico is much belov'd, jt 
And hath in his effect a Voice potential 
As double as the Duke's: He will divorce you, 
Or pur upon you, what Reftraint or Grieyance, 
The Law, with all his might to enforce it on, 
Will give him Cable, 
Orth. Let him do his ſpight: 
My Services, which 1 have done the Signory, 
Shall out- tongue his Complaints, Tis yet to know, | 
Which, when I know that b»aſting is an Honour, 
I ſhall promulgate, I fetch my Life and Being 
From Men of Royal Siege; and my Demerits 
May ſpesk, and bonneted, to as proud a Fortune 


As this that I have reach'd, For know, Je, 4 1 
But that I love the gentle Deſdemona, 1 1 
I would not my unhouſed fres Condition" n, 
Put into Circumſcription and Conſine. _ 


For the Seas worth. But look !. what Lights came youlY 9 I * 
Enter Ca ſſi with Torches, 4. | 

Iage. Thoſe 2e the raiſed Father, and his vrienag 
Tou were beſt go in. 

Oth. Not 1: I muſt be found. {oh 
My Parts, wy Title, and my perfect S0 Wo 
Shall manifeſt me rightly. ls it the? "4% * 

Iago. By Janus, 1 think no. 

Oth. The Servant of the Du ke, and my. _ "F 2M 
The Goodneſs of the Night "Po you, "O02 130 
What is the News ? 

Caf. The Duke does greet . u, Genera . I * F 


And he requires your haſte, Polit haſte veer 
* 8 rY 
; 4 65 


Even on the I- ſtint. | 
Ob. What is the matter! Ws yay P gi] 
Caf. Something from Sera es ne e 

lt is a Buſive(s of ſome hee Te e | 

Have fent a dozen ſequent Mc: fe, gere a * Wo 

This very Night, at ohe anothert; Heels FI Tb "0 * 

And many ot the Couns'le raig'd * met, 1 

Are at the Duke's prom ſt ave begs hovly i. 

When bring not at our K 


OrAHELL o, the 


The Senate ſent about three ſeveral Queſts, 
" To ſearch you out. 
| Oth, *Tis well ! am found by you: 
I will but fpend a Word here in the Houſe, 
1 iy Ind go with you, [Exit Othello. 
= Caf. Ancient, what makes he here? 


1” 
"154 Þ kf 


ee. Faith, he to Night hath hoarded a Land Currie, 
Fg . e prove lawful Prize, he's made for ever. 
Caſ. I do not underſtand. 
Jago. He's married, 
Caf. To whom? 
AP Marry to — Come, Captain, will you go? 


5 Enter Othello. 
* Oh. Hive with you, 
Here comes another Troop to ſeck for you, 
| * ” Enter Brabantio, Rodorigo, wirh Officers and Torches. 
'  Tago. It is Brabantio, General be adyis'd, 
He comes to bad Intent. 
1D. Holls! ſtand there, 
*Rod. Sipnior, it is the Moor. 
ra Down with him, Thicf. [They drum on both ſides. 
A 1 You Radorigo ! Come, Sir, I 3m for u 
9. Keep up your bright Swords, for the Dew will 
— x. Good signior, you ſhall more command with 
Seats} chan with your Weapons, 
is 2 Oh thou foul Thief! Where haſt thou ſtow'd my 
0 AS Daher? | 
. 1 thou art, thou haſt enchanted her, 
5 reer me to all things of Senfe, 
io bein of Magick were not bound, 
rd tender, fair, and happy, 
bb op police to) Martioge, that ſhe ſhunn' 
* Ney curled Darlings of our Nation, 
| + 2 { | ag wr have, tincur a general Mock, 
Vom ber Ohatdage to the footy Boſom 
bo PA Lol oF Loch eie as thou, to fer, not to delight? 
15 © me the World, it *tis not groſs in Seife, 
"8 ht (hou Hut preftis'd « her with faul Charme, 
erer delicate Ve ieh Drops or Minerale, 
' 10 ove” _ on, 1 
K N i$ 


Meer of V 2510 8 It 


is probable, and palpable to thinki 
| therefore apprehend and do attach t 6e. 

For an Abuſer of the World, a Practicer 

Of Arts inhibited, and out of Warrant; 

Lay hold upon him, it he do refit 

Subdue bim at his peril, 

Oth, Hold your Hands, 

Both you of my inclining; and the reſt, 

Were it my Cue to fight, I ſhould have known it 

Without a Prempter. Whither will you that 1 80 

To anſwer this your Charge? 

Bra. To Priſon, till fit time 

Ot Law, and Courſe of direct Seſſion 

Call thee to anſwer, v7 44.58 
0th, What if I do obey? 5 „ 

How way the Dake be therewich ſatĩs ſi ec, „ 

Whoſe Meſſengers are here about my lide, "Ya: jy 

oog ſome preſent Buſineſs of the State, r 

To bring me to bim. "$1 1 . 
. *Tis true, moſt worthy Signior, _ 4 _ 
e Duke's in Council, and your noble (eff | | 

| am ſure is ſent for, 

Fra, How the Duke in counc1/ ? 

I this time of the Night? bring him owes 
c' not an idle Cauſe, The Duke himſelf, 
r any of my Brothers of the State, 

annot but feel this wrong. as *rvyere their or IP 


8 


SC E N I Int. - hy cen ts in 55 bo Fo {1 


* 
Enter Duke, — md en, 


Date, There Is no Compoli:ion in this were, ; 
gives them Credit, N 

Sen. Indeed, they ure diſproportioned Yo 
Letters ſay, a hundred and feen Galliers. * 

e. And mine 2 hundred ung A 

: 54%, And mine two none, 
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But though they jump not on 4 juſt Account, 
As in theſe Caſes where the Aim reports, > 
' Tis oft with difference, yet do they all confirm - 
A Turkiſh Fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus. | 

Dube. Nay, it is p ſſible enough to judgment; 
] do not fo ſecure me in the Error, 
But the main Ariicle I do approve, 
In fearful Senſe. 
8. lors within.) What hoa! What hos! What hoa! 

Enter Sailor. 
OF. A Meſſenger from the Gallies, 
Duke, New! — What's the Buſineſs? 
x Sail, The Turki/ Preparation makes for Rhodes, 
_ So was | bid report here to the State, | 
5B. Signior Angelo, 
Duke. How day you by this Change? 
1 Cen, This cannot be 

By no affay of Reaſon. Tis a Pageant 
by To keep us in falſe Gaze; when we confider, - 

Th' importancy. of Cyprus to the Turk, 

Ard let our ſelves again but underſtand, 
o That as it more concerns the Turk then Rhodes, 
So may he with more facile Queſtion bear it; 
For that it ſtands not in ſuch warlike Brace, 
But altogether. lacks th* Abilities 


= 


Wi '% of mo not think the Twk is ſo unskiltul, 
"4 "4 ve that lateſt,” wbich concerns him art, 
| ea Attenpt of Eaſe and Gan, 
x 165 Fo. 1 wage 2 mage” proficleſs. 
_ R 1 Ways: i in all Cos ice he's not for Rhodes, 
_ ee is more News. 
»; 1 E 305 Enter a Meſſenger. 
. 4 * | Me The Gnomen reverend and gracious, 
1 5 Precting with dye Courſe toward the Iſle of Rhodes, 
| * ere injoin'd them with an after Fleet 
el cbougbt; how many, as you gueſs? 
en Of thicty Sails; and now they do re-ſtem 


w hit Rboges is dreſsd in. If we make thought of this; 


' Ebeir backward Courſe, bearing with frank Appearance 


rr, 
r x 70 | | 184 I 


Mor of V-gN 1 C's. 


Your truſty and moſt valiant Servitor,. - 
With his free Duty, recommends you thus, 
And prays you to believe him. | 
Duke. Tis certain then for Wa” +; 
Marcus Luccicos, is he not bere ia Town? 
1 Sen, He's now in Florence. | 
Dake, Write from us, 
To him, Poſt, Poſt-haſte, diſpatch, _ Nb 
1 Sen, Here comes Brabantio, and the valiant Moor. 
Enter Brabantio, Othello, Caſſio, Jago, Rodorigo, 
| and Officers. 
Duke. Valiant Othello, we mult ſtraight employ you, 
Againſt the general Enemy Ottoman, » | „ 
I did not ſee you; welcome. gentle Signior, ; | [To Bra 
We lack't your Counſel, and your help to Night. F] 
Bra. So did I yours; Good your Grace.pardon me, 
Neither my Place, nor ought I heard of Bulineſs, 
Liath rais'd me from my Bed ; nor doth the general Care 
Take hold on me, For my particular Griet . 
Is of fo Flood- gate, and Oer - bearing Nature, 
That it ingluts, and ſwallows other Sorrows, \ 
And yet is ſtill it (elf. - (OILY 6H 
Duke. Why ? what's the matter? 
Bra. My Daughter! oh my Daughter! 
Sen. Dead! 5 
Bra. Ay, to me. | | | * 
She is abus d, ſtollen from me, and corrupted | _ 
By Spells and Medicines, bought of Mountebanks z 15 
For Nature ſo prepoſterouſly to rr, * 
Being not deficient, blind, or lame of Senſe. 
Sans Witchcraft could not > 4 * 
Duke, Whoc' er he be, that in this four Fas digg 
Heth thus beguifd your Daughter of her Gl ns 
And you of her; the bloody Book of Law, "FRI 
You ſhall your ſelf read in the bitter Letter, 
After your own Senſe; yea, though our proper Sn 
Stood in your Action. 9 1 
Bra. Humbly I thank your Grace, | 
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14 Ornos, Fhe 
Hath hither brought. 


All. we are very forty fort. | 

Duke, What in your own purt enn you ſay to this? 
Oth, Moſt , grave and reverend 
My very noble, and approv'd Maſters; 


That I have ta'en away this old Man's Davghter, 
Aer married her ; 


1 whe Head, and Front of my offending, 
. Hah Extent yz no more. Rude am I in my Specch, 
And little bleſs'd with the Toft Phraſe of Peace ; 
| For face theſe Arms ef mine had ſeven Years Pith, 
Till now, ſome nine Moon waſted, they have uus 
| Their deareſt Aion, in the tented Field; 

And little of this great World can I 

More thn — Feats of Broils and Battel 5 
And therefore ſittle ſhall 1 N my Cauſe, 


In ſpesking for my Telf. gracious Patience; 
I will a round anvarniſh's Tis y your 


= Of my whole courſe of Love. What Drugs, what Charms, 
= What Conjetation, and what wigbty Magick, 
| (For ſach Proceeding I 2m charg'd withal,) 
i won bis Daughter with. 
Boa. A Maden, never bold; 
. 4 11 ſo — and niet, that ber Motion 
1 d at it felf; and ſhe, in ſpite of Nature, 
. of Coontry, Credit, every thing. 
fal in Love with what The fear'd to look on = 
. Judgment maifd, and moſt imperfect, 
3 eil cor fest AﬀeSion fo could err, 


\ "SPAIN F Nerure, and muſt be driven 


be Mixtures powerful o'er the Blood, 
Eu ome Diath, conjur'd to this Efect, 
ro vouch this, is no Proof, 

out more certgin, and more overt Teſt 

me — thin Habits, Ing poor likeliboods 
"oh TH ZI A. 


x Sem. 


Moor of V unrck.. 


1 Sen, But, Orhells, ſpeck; 

Did you, by ide and forced Courſes, | 
zubdue and poiſon this rug nee Aﬀettionm? 
Or came it by Regu- Rt, and Tuch fair Queſtion, 
As Soul to Saul efforderth F | | 


0th, I do beſcech you, | 

eng for the Lady to the — 

And let her ſpeak "of me before * gat 

you do find me foul in her Report 

The Truſt, the Office, I ds hold york you, 

Not only take Way, but let your Sentefice Fy 

Even fall upon my Life. | * 
Duke, Fetch De hither, \ 
0th, Andent, condudt them, you belt | know the Plics: A 


Lr lago. 
And 'tiſl he eome, as truly as d He 
do confelk the vices of ty Blood, 
So juſtly to your grave Ears, Fu preſent 
How | Aid Griee it in this fair Lady's Love, 
And ſhe in mine, 

Duke, Say it, Orbello. y 
Oth, Her Father lov'd me, oft invited me; 

Still queſtion'd me the Story of my Life, 
rom Year to Tear; the Bartels, Sieges, Fortunes, 
That I have pat | 
] ran it rom een from my boyiſh Days, 
To th' oment that he bad me tell it: 
Wherein I : 1 ſpoks of moſt diſaſtross Charices, _ | 
Of moving Accidents by Flood and Field ; . 1 
©* hair-breadth Scapes Pth* imminent deadly Mech, va 
©f being taken by the iaſolent Foe, 3% 
And ſold to Slavery x of my Redemption _ vos 1 
\:4 Portance in my Travels Biftory ; 2 | 
V herein of Atitirs viſt, and Defarts idle; © 
RoughQuarries, Rocks ab@Hhklls, whoſe Heads trekken 
t was my Hint to ſpesk, ſuch wit the — 
And of rhe Canibals that each other ent; 
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But till the Houſe Aſtairs would draw her thence, 
Which ever as ſhe could with haſte diſpatch, 

She'd come again. and with a greedy Ear 

Devour up my Diſcourſe: Which I obſerving, 

Took once a pliant Hour, and found good means 

To draw from her 2 Prayer of earneſt Heart, 

That I would all my Pilprimage dilate, 

Wbereof by Parcels ſhe had ſomething heard, 

But not diſtiactively: I did conſent 

| . And of en did beguile her of her Tears, 

. When J did ſpeak of ſome diſtreſsful Stroke, 

5 That my Youth ſuffer'd, My Story being done, 

| She give me tor my Pains a'world of Sighs; 

| She:{wore in tirh, wis ſtrange, twas paſſing ſtrange, 
Tos pitifu', *rwas wondrous pitifu] 
She wiſh'd ſhe had Hpt heard it; — yer ſhe wiſh'd 

That Heav'n had made her ſuch a Man — ſhe thank'd me, 
And bad me, if I had a Friend that lov'd her, 

I ſhould but rexch him bow to tell my Stor 

And-tha! would woo her. Upon this hiut { puke, 

She lov'4 me tor the Dangers I had paſt, 

Ard 1 1:y'd her, that ſhe did pity them. 

This only is the witchcraft J have us'd. 

= © Here comes the Lady, let ber witneſs it. 

* Enter Deſcemona, lago, and Attendantz. 

Duke. 1 think this Tele would winmy Daughter too. 
Good Brabantio, take up this mangled matter at the beſt, 
Men do their broken Weapons ra. her uſe, 

Than their bare. Han s. 

Bra. I pray yu hear her ſpeak; | 

I (he contels that ſhe was halt the Wooer, 


. 6 8 my Had, it my bad blame 


6 PITT * eee „* ap 7 97 — wer 


on the Man, Come hither. gentle Miſtreſs, 


* bu perceive in all this noble Company, 

| "1 | Where moſt you owe Obedience? 

. My noble Father, 

8 Fo * Js perceive here a divided Du:y; 

SETS you 1 am bound for Life, and Education : 
_ Wy Lic and Education both do learn me, 


00 e er. | 98 are the Lord, of bor. 
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am hitherto your Davghter. But here's my Husband, 
And ſo much Duty as my Mother ſhew'd | 
To you, preferring you before her Father; 
So much l challenge, that I may profeſs 
Due to the Moor, my Lord. | 
Bra. God be with you: I have done. 
Pleaſe it your Grace, on to the State Affairs; 
had rather to adopt a Child than get it. | 
Come hither, Moor. | 4 
} here do give thee that with all my Heart, 
V/ hich, but thou haſt already, with all my Heart 
| would keep from thee, For your fake, jewel, | 
Dam glad at Soul, | have no ether Child, b, | 
Fer my eſcape would teach me Tyranny . | 
To hang Clogs on them. | have done, my Lord. 
Duke, Let me ſpeak like your ſelt; and lay a Sentence, 
Which, as a griſe, or ſtep, may help rhele Lovers. 
When Remedies are paſt, the Griefs are ended 
By ſeeing the worſt, which late on hopes depended. | 
T- mourn a Miſchief that is paſt and gone, | 4 
de next way to draw new Miſchiet on. e 
V hat cannot be preſetvd when Fortune takes, 
Patience hiur Injury a mockery, makes. 1 mw” 
The robt'd that ſmiles, ſteals fomething from the Thief, 
tle robs himſelf, that ſpends a bootlels Grief. 
Bra. So let the Turk ot Cyprus us beguile, 
We J. ie it not fo long as we can ſmile; 
le beats the Sentence well, that nothing bears, 
Dut the free Comfort which trom thence he hears. - 
But he bears both the Sentence, and the Sorrow, 
That to pay Grief, muſt of poor Patience borrovy, 
Theſe Sentences to, Sugar, or to Gall, F e 
Veing ſtrong on both Sides, are equivocal. 
But Words are Words; I never yet did bear, ." = 
1h t the bruis'd Heart was pierced through the Ear; 
i vumbly beſcech you proceed to th! Affairs of Stakes 
Duke, The Twrk with a moſt mighty Preparation me 
ior Cyprus: Othello the Fortitudeofthe lee is be 
ou. And though we have there a Subſticure 
al.owed ſuhciency ; yet Opinion, a more Sover ig! V0 
q Ps „ 


* 


Orn ELT o, the 


Rreſs of Effects, throws 4 more ſafe Voice on you you 
muſt therefore be content to flubber the gloſs of your 
new Fortunes, with this more ſtubborn and boiſterous Ex- 

ifon, - 

Oth. The Tyrant Cuſtom, moſt grave Senators, 
Hath made the flinty and ftee] Couch of War 
My thrice-driven Bed of Down, I do agwze 
A natural and prompt Alacrity, 
I find it hardneſs; and do undertake 
This preſent War againſt the O?rormices. | 
Moſt humbly therefore bending to your State, 
I crave fit Diſpoſition for my Wife, 
Due Reyerence of Place and Exhibition, 
With ſuch accommodation and beſort, 
As levels with her breeding. 

Dake. Why, at ber Father's, 

Bra. I will not have it fo, 

Oth, Nor I. 

Deſ. Nor would I there reſide, 
To put my Father in impatient 8 
By being in his Eye. gracious Duke, 

way. 


To my unfolding lend y 1 Ear, 
And let me find a Character in your Voice 
T* aſſiſt my Simplenefs, 


Duke, What would you, Deſmona 
WH Deſ. That I did love the Moor to live wich him, 
1 4 dowyn- right Violence, aod Storm of Fortunes, 
au, trumpetto the World, My Heart's ſubdu'd 
10 2 Even to the very Quality of my Lord; 
aa Obel Viſage in his Mind, 
. And to his rey and his — Parts, 
ELD my Soul and Fortunes confecrate. 
Wo her dear Lords, if I be left bebiad 
Moch of Peace, and he go to the War, 

The Rita for which | love him arc bereft me: 
e heavy interim ſhall ſupport 
CET gs dew Abſence. Let me po with him. 


X 


| BY N 
1 ep Voices, Lords; beſeech you, let her Will 


"ad 
* 
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ro pleaſe the Palate of my Appetite; 
Nor to comply with Heat the young 
ja my defunct, and proper Satisfaction; 
But to be free, and bownteous to her Mind. 
And Heav'n defend your good Souls, that you think 
| will your ſerious and 
For ſhe is with me 
Ot Fexther'd Caprd, 
My ſpeculative and offic'd Iaftrumenty, 
That my Diſpotts corrupt ind tajut my Buſineſs ; 
et Honſewifes make a Skillet of my Helm, 
And all indign and baſe Adverfities, 
Make head againft my Eſtimation. | 
Duke. Be it ns you ſhall privately tennis | — 
Either ny ſtay or going; th* Affair cries halbe 


And 


Ser, You muſt hence to Night. 
Oth. With all my Heart, 
Dake, At nine ich — 1 Fry here well meet Sg in. 
Othello, leave ſome Officer 
And he ſhall our Commithon bring to you} 


And lach things eiſe of Quality and Reſport 
Az doth import you. F 
Och, Pleaſe your Gracz, my Ancient; ME ad Gr | . 

A Man he is of Honeſty nd Trout, © "© , 

To his Co 

With what 

To be fear after me. 

Duke, Let it be fog 

Good Night ſo every ons And noble. 

It Virrne no Gelighted Benary lack, 

Your Sot-ic-lavwew is far wore fair then block. 
n. Adicu, brave Moor, uſt Diflerine well. 
gra. Look to ber, Moor, if thou haſt — 1. to ſees. 

She has deceiy'd her Father, and ＋ K 

N My Liſe upon her Faith, oveſt , 


_—_ 
| ore 
Come —— [ * Val GEE 


Moor of Ve niet 
affects 


Buſineſs fcant 


, when -wing'd 
foil with — 20% 215 


cauſt anfever it. 


I a my Wife, 
+ needfal your good Grace ſhall thiok | 


Duales rene © dajve ae Whind gs N 1 
ter thy Wife attend ou hey; - yew" 505 30 4% 1 
her "ee te teh . al 0 
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Of Love, of worldly Matter, and Direction 
To ſpeak with thee, We muſt obey the time. Exeunt. 
Rod. Jago. | ; N | 
Iago, What ſayeſt thou, noble Heart? 
i Rod. Whit will 1 do, thinkeft thou? 
Iago. Why, go to Bed and {lrep, 
Rod, I will incontinently drown my ſelf. 
Jago. It thou doſt, I ſhall never love thee after. Why, 
thou filly Gentleman! N 
Rod. It is Sillineſs to live, when to live is a Torment; 
and then have we a Preſcription to die, when Death is 
our Phyſician. | | | TH: 
Iago. Oh villanous! I have Jook'd upon the World for 
four times ſeven Years, and ſince I could diſtivgviſh be- 
twixt + Benefit and an Injury, I never found Man that 
knew bort love himſelf, Ere I would ſay, I . uld 
drown my (el tor the love of a Guinmey-Hen, I would 
change my Humanity with a Baboon. +» © ins 
Red. What ſhould 1 do, [confeſs it is my Shame to be 
fo tond, but it is not in my Virtue to amend it. 
Igo. Virtue? a Fig, tis in our ſelves that we are thus 
*3 or thus, Our Bodies are our Gardens, to the which our 
Wills are Gardiners, So that if we will plant Nettles, or 
» ſow Lettice; ſet Hy ſſop, and weed up Time; ſupply it 
with one gender of Herbs, or diſtract it with many; ei- 
ther have it ſteril with Idleneſs, or manured with Indu- 
. try, why the Power and Ig Authority. of this lies 
17 in our Will. It the Beam of our Lives had not one 
Scale of Realon to poiſe another of Senſuality, the Blood 
_ and Baſeneſs of our Natures would conduct us to moſt 
prepoſterous Concluſions. But we bave Reaſon to cool 
BE. ourragirg Metions, our carnal Stings, our unbitted Luſts; 
/ ww hcrcot I take this, that you call Love, to be a Sect, ot 


_— *d "1. RT FA 
n cannot be. | ls ab 
—_—_ It is mcerly a Luſt of the Blood, and a Permiſſion 
ate Will, Come, bes Man: Drown thy ſelf? drown 
end blind Puppies. I bave profeſt me thy Friend, 
r confcl me niz go by Deſerving, with Cables of 
eee ed never better ſteed iber than 
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dow. Put Mony in thy Purſe; follow thou theſe Wars, 
defeat thy - Favour with. an uſurped Beard; I fay, put 
Ae in thy Purls, It cannot be that De/demona-ſhouli 
di continue her Love to the Moor. Put Money in 
iy Purſe——nor he is to her, Ie was a violent Com- 
wehcement in her, and thou ſbalt ſee an aoſwerable. Se- 
e ſtration, but put Mony in thy Parſe, Theſe Moors are 
changeable in their Wills; fill thy Purſe with Mony. The 
50d hat to him, now, is as luſcious as Locuſts, ſhall to 
um ſhortly. be as bitter as Coloquintida. She mult change 
or Youthz when ſhe is fated with his Body, ſhe will 
11d the Errors. of. her Choice, Therefore put Mony in 
% Purſe, If thou wilt needs damn thy ſelf, do it a 
more delicate way than drowning. Make all the Money 
thou canſt, If Sanctimony and à frail Vow betwixt an 
c:7ing Barbarian and ſuper- lubtle Venetian be not too bard 
my Wits, and all the Tribe of Hell, thou ſhalt enjoy 
er; therefore make Mony. A Pox of drowning thy 
belt, it is clean out of the way. Seek thou rather to be 
h:ng'd io compaſſing thy Joy, than to be drown'd, aud 


- #0 without her. 


ged. Wilt thou be faſt to my, Hopes, if I depend on 


the Iſſue? 
1170. Thou ert ſure of me; Go make Mony. I have 


hee often, ad re- tell thee again and again, I hate the 


door. My Cauſe is hearted; thine hath no leſs reaſon, 


et usbe conjunct ive in our 3 againſt him. If thou 
a 


u cuckold bim, thau doſt thy ſelf a Pleaſure, and me, a 
ort. There are many Events in the Womb of Time, 


v/hich will be delivered. Traverſe, go, provide thy Mony. 
1223 


We will have more of this to Morrow, Adieu. 
Rod. Where (hall we meet i'th' Morning? 
Jago. At my Lodging. ; 
Rod. I'll be with thee betimes. | 
Jago. Go to, farewel. Do you beat, 
Rod. II ſell all my Land. 

Tago. Thus do I ever make my Fol 
*.r | mine own gaind Knowledge ſh 
I 1 ſhould Time expend wich th 
for my Sport and Profit, Fate 
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OTHrrL LO, the 
TY 1 that *twixt my Sheets 

my Office, | know not itt be trus 
5 oe? Suſpicion in that kiad, 
Will do, as if for Surety. He holds me we 
The berter ſhall m 


and to plume up my wil Mii 
In double Knavery — How ? how foonLet's She 
After forme time, to Othello Ear, 
is too familiar with big Wiſe 
a Perſon, and a ſmeoth Diſpoſe 
be ſuſpected; fram'd to make Women falſe. 
Moor is of a free and © 
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I havi=——jt nor tk and Night 
Muſt bring this ous Birth to the World's light. I Ex. 
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ACT Vn. SCENE I 


SCENE The Capital City of Cyprus. 


Enter Montano, and Gentlemen. 


HAT, from the Cape, can you difcern at Sex? 


1 Gent, Nothing at all, itien W 
Food; 
11 cannot *twixt the Heavens aud the Min 


. „ E Mont. Methinks the Wind hath ſpoke aloud at Land, 


45 4 92 fuller blaſt ne'er ſhook our Bartlemenrs; 


r bathirufian'd fo upon the Sea, 

"ay Ribs of Oak, when Mounteins melt on them, 
an beld the 'Morties? What ſhall we bear of this? | 
: a Gent, A Segregation of the Twkiſh Fleet ; | 

* or do but ftand 53 the foaming Shore, 
1 MT | Naas Frm” the Clouds, 
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The wind-ſhak'd Surge, with and monſtrous Main, 
Seems to caſt Water on the ng Bear, 
And quench the Guards of th' ever fixed Poles 
never did like moleſtation view 
On the enchafed Flood. 
Mong. If that the Twrkiſh Fleet 
ge not inſpeſter d and embay d, they are drowi da 
It is impoſſible to bear it oat. 
Enter a third Gentleman. 
2 Gent. News, Lads; our Wars are done: 
The deſperate Tempeſt hath ſo bang'd the Turks, 
That their defignment halte. A noble Ship of Verire 
llath ſeen a grievous Wreck and Sufferance | 
On moſt part of the Fleet, 
Mont. How is this true? 4 Poſh, i Ae 
3 Gem. The Ship is bere put 50 
Lieutenant of the Warlike Moor, Othell> 
ls come on Shore; the Moor A1 at Ses, 
And is in full Commiſſion here for 
Mont, I am glad ont; *Tis 1 Governor, | 
3 Gent, But this ſame Ca ang he ney or Content, 
Touching the Turkiſh Lois, yet he looks ſadly, 
And prays the Moor be ſafe; for they were parted 
With foul and violent Tempeſt. 
Mont. Pray Heav'ng he be: 
For I have ferv'd kim, and rhe Man commands 
Like a full Soldier, Let's to the Sea-fide, 
As well ro ſee the Veſſel that comes in, 
As to throw out our Eyes for brave Othello, | 
Even 'till we make the Main and ti Exil blue, 
An indiſtinct Regard. 
Gent. Come, let's do fo; 


For every Minute is expeQtancy * 
Ot more Arrivance. | 
Eurer Caſfio; 


Caf. Thanks to the valiant of this enn k a | wb 


Thar ſo approve the Moor: Oh tet the: tles ue 


Give him Defence gutt the een, 1 WT 


” - 4 
For | have tot Him on « Banger . e 
W ol he well ow. ** Wot Fo FR, 1 


+ 1 * W 
3 Oro 70 
1 His Bark i is ſtoutly timber'd, and his Pit, 
Of very expert and apprav d Allowances |. »-//-, 
Therefore wy Hopes, not ee to Oenthe a 
Stand in bold Cure. =—_— 
Within.) A Sail, a Sail, a Sail, 
Caſ. What Noiſe? 
Gent. The Town is empty; on the Brow o ch Sea 
Stand Ranks of People, and they cry a Sail. 
Caſ My Hopes do ſhape him for the Governor. 
Gent. They dodiſcharge their ſhot of Gauß. 
Our Friends at leaſt. yu r 
Caf. I pray you, Sir, go forth, Fe 
And give us truth who 'tis that is arrived. 
Gent. I ſhall. | [Exit 
Mont. But, good Lieutenant, is your General wiy'd?- 
ba Caſ. Moſt fortunately, he hath atchiey'd a Maid 
That Paragons Deſcription, and wild Fame: , 
& One that excels the Quirks of blazoning Pens, 
| And in tb' eſſential Veſture of Creation, 
| | Does bear all Excellency. 
* Enter Gentleman, 
Its ? How now? who has put in? 
. Gent. Tis one Iago, Ancient to the General. 
5 Caſ. H'as had moſt favourable and happy Speed; 
| Tempeſts themſelves, high Seas, and howling Winds, 
| The putter'd Rocks, and congregated Sands, 
Traitors enſteep'd, to clog the guiltleſs Keel, 
As having Senſe of Beauty, do omir 
Their mortal Natures, letting late go by 
Rr The Divine Deſdemona. 
* Mont, What is ſhe ? 
| Caf. She that I ſpake of, our great Captain's Captain: : 
Ws. . Leit in the Conduct of the bold Iago, | 
W boſe Footing here anticipates our Thoughts, 
A Sennight's Speed. Great Fove, Othello guard! 
And {well his Sail with thine own powertul Brea: h, 
. That be may bleſs this Bay with his tall Ship. 
* {Make loves quick pants in Deſdemona's Arms, 
"9 Give renew Fire to our extivguiſh'd Spirit, 
"1 og all wars _—— 


— 


Mohr of VAN 1C E. 

Enten Deſdemotia, lago, W and Emilia. 
Jn behold ! | 
[ne Riches of the Ship is come on dice: "Wd? 
ou Men of Cyprics, let her have your Knees, - * 
ail to thee, Lady! and the Grace of Heay' . 7 
tefote, behind thee, and on every AA 
E wheel thee round. 19 OP 
5% 1 thank you, valiant Cao. 
at Tidings'can you tell me of my Lord? 
Ca/. He is not yet arriv'd, nor know L-aught 
that he's well, and will be ſhortly here. | 
De/. Oh but J fear —— how loſt: you Company”? 2 
a/, The great Contention of the Sea and Skies 
arted our Fellowſhip. But Hark, a a Sail! dun 


vit. 
| 


thin. ] A Sail, a Sail. ? 
Geng They give this gteeting to this Citadel: 
is likewiſe is a Friend, | PEST 0m 


- 


Ca/. See for the News: | 
,00d Ancient, you are welcome. Welcome, Miſtreſs; 
*[ To uit. 
dot gall your Patience, good Iago, | 5 
extend my Manners. *Tis my Breeding | 
gives me this bold Shew' of Courteſy, . 
128 Sir, would ſhe. give you ſo much of her Lipy, 
5 of her Tongue ſhe oft beſtows « on me, 
| 5 you have a e Ne 
Alas! ſhe has no Speech, 7 | 
Lago In taith, too much; 9 6 
Huch it ſtill, when I have liſt to lleeß; 
larry before your Lady ſhip, 1 grant, 
ots her Tongue a little in hes eng | 
2 hides with thinking. 4 
Ph You have little cauſe h 1 1s 1 th 
Come uon, come on au . cpa of 
in your Parlors, W Id 7 9 ay K. 
'- in your Injuries, Poi Genn. 
dy in your Huſwiferye and N 5 | 7 | DEANS 
Oh, ty upon thee, n 1 2 ” 14 es 
la 290, „ Nay, it is true A. eie 29 fm Nan 
ou riſe 10 play, * | OR OS 


Of ## Lk 
mil. Yon Hall fees "ny ee TOES: 
Jago. No, let me hett, e n a9 met 
Deſ. What wodldſt write of me irrnbu M raiſe 
lago. Oh gent!e"Lady, de hot pat me bo't, 

For I am nth ing, if not "Oren ll. 
* Come on, Way. There's" one gone to" ths Har- 

our —— pen 
Jage. Ay, Madam, 
Deſ I am not merry; but 1 do vogue 

The thing 1 am, by Teewing otherwiſe” 

Come, how wouldſt thou praiſe we? 0 65 
Tago, I am about it, but indeed my luvegtien — 

from my Pate, as Birdlime does from Freeze, i 

out Brains aid all. But my Mule RDours, ad n he 

15 delivered, aft! ane 

If ſe be fair and wiſe, Fairte 7 ant "Wie, 

Ie one's far uſe, the other uit h it. - 
Deſ. Well prais'd; how if ſhe be black and Sit 
lago. If ſhe be black, and thereto have a'Wits. - 

berg find a White that ſhall her mn We: 94, 

De/. Worſe and worſe. OS 297; 
Emil. How if fair and fooliſh 2 {$2,496 - 
go. She never yer was fooliſh that was fan, 

For even her Filly helpt her 10 an Heir. 

Deſ. Theſe are old fond Paradoxes, to make Fool 
Laugh i“ th Alehouſe, What miſerable Praiſe, baſt thou 
for her that's ſoul and foolilh ? 


Lago. There's none fo foul. and | fooliſh 7 Ws. KY | 
"PIN - 
Det ge, J Pranks, which fair and wiſe ones do. 


1 "FE Be. Oh heavy lenorance! thou praifeſt- the wor? 
vel wart what Praiſe could(t thou beſtow: | on 2 de. 


iſ To ther 5 4. 


: 
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Ws ; re 1 elt. 
1 375 Ye ee "IM 3 ond never from. , 
3 # 20 With und. 1 7 
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ae hat beingunger d, ö ni. EN. 


den har Wrong lay, | PA ns | 
e 1het in MWuſdam never Twas. od WNT | 
10 change the God's Head for the $abmors Tar;  - | 
</-+ that could think, and nor di/dlofe ber Mind, 05 | 
auer following, and not {ook h, l 


n a Wight, (if ever ſueh Wight were), ____ 1 
D-/. To do what? STAT ILY n 
lago. To ſuchle Fools, and chronicle ſmall Beer. © + 1 | 
Heß, Oh moſt; lame and impotent. Concluſion... 0 
„an learn of him, Hilla, tho“ he be tby Hasband, 
How ſay you, Caſſio, is he nat a moſt profane and libe. _ * 
121 way 2 + F 4 A | 1 W be ; 
dle ſpeaks h „Midam, you may reliſh hin 
more in he Tk in the Scholar. f N 8 e 
'220, Aids.] He takes her by the Palm; AT wel! 
114 — whiſper = With as little a Web as-this will 1 in» 
ſnare as great a Fly as Caſſio. Ry, ſmile upon her, do 
eye thee in thige own Courtſhip. Lou ſay true, 
1150 indeed If fach Fricks as theſe ſtrip you out of 
ur Lieutenancy, itchad been better yon bad not kiie d 
three Fingers ſo oft, which, now age, von are 
moſt apt to play the Sir in. Very god well kiss d, 
and excellent Curteſy — je ſo indeed —— Yet again 
— your Fingers to your Lips? Would they wers 
©Citerpipes for your ſake. + ©. © LTrumpth 
The Moor; I know his "Trumpet. ' 
Caſ. *Tis truly ſo. dot F390 een 
Del. Let's meet him, and receive bim. 
C/, Lo, whete he tons!!! 
5 Enter Othello, and Attendants; | x A LETT. 1 p VS 
„ O ry fair Warrior! e 


* 


wag, 
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'Twere now to beanolt 3 for I frar! -1 - 
My Soul bath her Content ſo „ 
That not another Comfort like to this 
Succeeds in unknown Fate. 
Def. The Heav'ns forbid. | + opt 
But that our Loves and Comforts. ſhould, increaſe, 
E'en as our Days do grow. 
Oth. Amen to that, ſwect Powers! | 
I cannot ſpeak enough of this. Content. 
Itsſtops, me here: It is too much of Jo 
And this, and this, the greateſt Diſcords be { Kiſſing hor, 
That e'er our Hearts {ſhall make. 
lago. Oh you are well tun'd now; but Lell ſet down 
the Pegs that make this Muſtek, as honeſt as Lam, Aide. 
Oth. Come, let's to the Caſtle, I” {dsown'd, 
Now, Friends, our Wars are done; the Iurls are 
How does my” old Acquaintance inis Iſſe: 
Honey; vou ſhall be well deſir d in Cyprus, -- | 
1 have found great Love amongſt them. O may Gen,” 
I pratcie out of faſhion, and | dete | 
In mine own Comforts: I prithee, good. Ie, 
Go to the Bay, and difembark my Cofterss , N 
Being thou the Maſter to the Citadel, 
He is a good One, and his Worthineſa | 
Does challenge much reſpect. Come, De/demone, 
Ones more well met at Cyprus. 
[ Exexnt Othello * Doſde wong 
Tags: Do you meet me preſently at the Harbour. 
Come thicher, it thou be'ſt valiant; as they tay, baſe 
Men being in Love, have then a Nobility in their Na- 
* 1 mote than is Native to them liſt me; 
ie Lieutenant to Night watches on the Court Guard, 
ain, 1 moſt tell thee this : : Dojdewond is er in 
ee ©) © A BA IEA 
75 5 4 Wich him by tis not poſſible. 51 
8 "Lay hy Fingers thus; and let thy Soul be in- 
ei net Violence ſhe lov'd 15 
623 i 50 ad tel ing her. fantaſticl 
1 N. e, let nor thy diſcreet Hear 
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ue to look er'the Devi? When the Blood is raade 
„ eith e the Ack of Sport, therevſhould be à game to 
ume it, and to give ſatſety a freſh Appetite g Lovelineſs 
aur, Sympathy in Years; Manners and Beauties: 
lich the Moor is defecttve ind Now for want of 
- ce reqnir?d Conveniences, her delicate tenderneſs will 
' it {elf abus'd, begin to heave the gorge, diſteliſh and 
dhe Moor; very Nature will infttuct her io it, 
bonmpel het to ſome ſecond choice. Now, Sir, chis 
eranted} (B it is a moſt pregnant and untore's Poktion) 
1 (tands ſoeminent in the degree ob this Fortune, as 
does? a Knave very voluble zeno further Cantcio- 
Wie, than in putting on the meer form of Civil and Hu- 
nin ſeeming; for the hetter compaſling of his Salt, and 
not hidden looſe Affection? Why none, why none; 
A ſlipper ne ſubtiſe Knave, -a finder of -Qccaſions ; 
bas an Eye can ſtamp and counterfeit Advantages, 
ah true Adyantage never preſent it ſelf. A Deviliſh 
inavel beſides; the Knave is handſom, young, and 
1h all thoſe Requiſttes in him, that Fo)ly-and green 
\inds look after; A peſtilent complete Knave! and 
oman hath found him alteady. Net 
I cannot believe that in her, ſhe's full of moſt 
ed Cop dition anten | 
1/0, Meſs'd Figs end. The Wineſhe drinks is made of 
(11,02, If ſhe had been bleſs'd, ſhe would never have 
de Moor: Blefs'd Pudding. Didſt thou not (ee her 
e with the palm of his Hand ? Didſt not mark that? | 
bes, that 1 did; but that was but Courteſy. 
ee, Lechery, by this Hand; An Inden and ob- 
ene Prologue to the Hiſtory of Luſt and foul 
Un chte. They met ſo near with their Lips, hae 
i 6reaths embraced together Vilanaus: Thoughts, |. 
eee, when theſe Matualities for nz WN 
at hand comes rhe © ee eee fo 16s! 4 
©'- *- incorporate Concluſigng/ Fieheee eee STE 
you rul'd by me. 1 haye ein nos Ten 
2-2 you to Night; for hee ß LCN 
4ſio knows you not per ee 
jou and ſome Occaſion 0.202 t CORR PA eo inf 
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ing to los g his, ae d Kal what 
| other courſe you. rr Pl EY" 7 N nere hot 
| yourably minifter, ; x ens 
ä Rad. Well. A bem 85 


Igo. Sir, TH rig 11 very Pos in Tikes + 
| And bappily may Qrikeat you, Provqke him that he may; 
tor even ont of that will I cauſe thoſe of Cypruvro Mati- 
by Whoſe Qualification [hall come into no true Taſte 
ain, but by diſplanting of Caſſie. 80 ſhall you have: 
ner journey to, your Defires, by the theans T Thai) 
then have to prefer. them, And the Impediments moſt 
profitably removed, without the which there wete no 
ur of our Proſperityr. 
Red. 1 will do this, if you can bring | ir to any Op- 
portanity. 
lago. 1 warrant thee. Meet me by and by at the Ci- 
tadel. 1 muſt fetch his Neceſſacies aſhore. Fatewe]. 
Red, Adieu. ) Exit. 
lage. That Cafſie loves her, 1 4 Wen believe“: 
That ſhe loves him, tie apt, and of great Credit,” 
The Moor, howbeit that I endure bim not, 
Is of a conſtant, nag noble Nature, | 
And 1 dare think, he“ 50 to Deſclemo na 
A moſt dear Husband, Now 1 do love ber too, 
Not out of abſolute Luſt, though ———— 
I pry: accountant for as great a Sin, * 
t partly led to diet my Revenge, ty; 
For that I do ſfuſpeft the laſty Moor | 
Hath leapt into my Seat. The Thoughts eee, 
Doth, like à pois'nous Mineral, gnaw my lawardes 
Ard nothing can, ot ſhall content my Soul | 
Till I am even'd with him, Wife for Wits : : 
* * Or foi ung ſo get that I put the M, 
KY At W ag s Jeaiguſy ſo ſtrong, 
% Net. ent cannot cure; Which ching to a> 


4; * de your! yore Trl pf Fenice. whom I trace . hk 
4 Hand the putting t & 
1 1 1 . goa on the bir 


een the right garbdz. 
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Mam of Vim U 1 
oke the 0 tho Moor, thank me wr 75 . er rd 12 
For maki in 
and practiſing upo N 2 ann e des Wann 
vento madneſs, Tis here — but off flig'd;.* * 
þ 114Veries; plain Fac Fac 2 ſeen al us 18 W175 
Enter 1 Proclamation, © 
Her. It is oth 7 whip our Nc ble and Valiant Ge, 
neral that on certain Tidi ings now arriy'd, itpb7tin 
the mere he oft the Tur 4 ein" everyMan put hirm- 
to Triumph. Some to dance, ſome to maks Bone- 
de, each Mau to what Sport and Revels his mind 
bim. For beſides this beneficial News, it is the Ce- 
orion of his Nuptials. So much was his pleaſure, ſhould 
bo claimed. All Offices are open, and there is full 
erty of W from this preſent hour of Five, uh 
the gell have told eleven. 
the Iſle of Crus, and our noble General ct. 
*it. 
nter Othello, Deſdemona, Caflio, and POO 
Good Michael, look you to the Guard: "gh. 
each our ſelves that honourable e g 
Not to out -· ſport Diſcretion. 
/ Iago bath direction what to do: 
Bat 1 2twithſtanding with my oh Eye, © a 
üb look tot. 11 
. Tago is meſt honeſt s . 
p ae, good Night. To morrow with your Ag 
ne have ſpeech with you, Come, my dear Fare 
ie Purchale mide, the Fruits arg to enſae, * 
- 02 Profir's yet to come Wenn me oo yok; 
6004 Night, 
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% Welcome, lage We maß 70 the PETS 

. Not this howr, Lieutenant's: eie not FS 1 
LE Cocks! Our General caſt us thus gary Har: the, lave * | | 
deſdemona : Whom let e not- e bh 
not yetmede: wanton e Night Wi | 


me ie ſport for Jove.' > V5 nl 10 hy. 
| She's + moſt 2 Sio 1 0 455 ni 
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Caſ. Indeed ſhe's a molt freſh and delicate Creature 
Iago, What'an Eye ne has ?, 11 
Methinks it lounds A Patley to Pioyocation... 0 3 
Caſ. An inviting Eye; ws 4 
And yet rwethinks right mpdeſt. 
f lago. And when ſhe ſpeaks, 
Is it not an Alsrum to Love? 

Caſ. She is indeed perfection. il 

lago. Well, Happineſs to their Sheets: Come, Len- 
tenant, 1 have a ſtoop of Wine, and here without are a 
brace of Cyprus Gallants, that would fain have a meaſure 
to the Health of black Or hello. 

Ca/. Not to night, good Tags: 1 have very poor 
and unbappy Brains for drivking. I could well wiſh Cour- 
tely would invent ſome other cuſtom of Entertainment. 

lago. Ob, they ate our Friends Bur one Cup I!) 
drink far you; 

. "Caf, 1 have drunk but one Cup to night, and that wa: 
craftily qualified too : And behold What Innovation it 
makes here. I am unfortunate. in the Infitmity, and 
| dare rot task my weakneſs with any more. 
. lago. What, Man ? "tis a Night of Revels, the Gal. 
| lants deſire it. 
Caſ. Where ate they 2- 
Tago; Here at the Door, I pray you call them in. 
| Caſ. 11] do'r, but it diſhikes me. [Exit Caſſio. 
BY Tago. If | gan faſten but one Cup upon 9 
| With that which he hath drunk to night already, 
He'll be as full of Quarrel, and Olle. 
As my young Miſtreſs's Dog. 
Now, my fick Fool, Rodorigo, 
Whom Love hath turn'd almoſt the wrong dae out, 
To Deſdemona hath to Night carous d, 
Po tations, pottle deep; and he's to watch. 
1.4 Three lads of Cyprus, Noble. ſwelling Spirits, 
(he 45 1 af” hold their Hoggurs in a wary diftance,. 
* ods e very. Elements. of this Warlike Ile, 
0 nal 8 1 to tight fluſtred with flowin Cups, | 
N eo, Row mongſt this flock of Drunkaras, 
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3 122 may'offend the Ide, But here they come. 
Enter Caſlio, Motitano, and ee lebe, 

If Conſequence doth but approye my Dream, 

\ Boat fails freely, both win Wind and Stream. 
Force Heav*n, they bave given me a rouſe already. 
en., Good faith, a n one; Not paſt a Pifit, as 

i 2m a Soldier, 


ge Some Wine, ho! | (t igo ſengs. 


And let me the Cov alle ink, clink, 

And let me the Canakin clink, 

A Soldier's a Man; Oh Man's Life's but a Spar,” | 
why then let "a Soldier drink. 


= me 5 Boys. | 

. 'Fore Heav'n, an al Song. 

I learn'd it in Exgland: Where indeed they 
tre ml potent in Potting. Your. Daze, your Ger- 
Wan, and your ſwag-bellied Hollander — drink auen 
are thing io” your Engliſh, + 4 

Is your. Eagliſnman ſo exanilits. in his drinking 

jazo, Why, he drinks you wich tacility, your Dare 
dead Drunk, He ſweats not to overthrow your A.- 
dle gives your Hollander sa Vomit, ere: che next 
Pottle e _caa be fill d. 
. To the Health of our General, 
len. am for it, Lieutenant: And udo yen luis 5 
Oh ſweet Aan. | ir, NN 


King stephen was and-· a webs Peer. 
His Bretches coft him but a Crown, + \, 
He held them Sixpence all tee der, 4 
1ith that he call'd the Tailor Lou n- 
e 245A ie of high Renown," - 5 05 0 
Ind tbhon art but '6f low. degrte: 2 
Pride that pulli the Oüunmr ue W 
And tae thy ewrd Cloks 0044 ls ' 46g | MG 


1 8 ne 
zome Wine go. | 1 * 4 n 
8, & . by this is A more” eee . 
wer. * 
= & . wal you hear t again? 
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Caſ. — unwortby of bi: Place, 
"_ 2 thoſe thi Wel Heaven's above 
An; AN 


there Ky 4 — Slave her by 


Souls muft not be ſayed . 40 5 Mangd t 

Jago. It's true, good Lieutenant. 10 

Caſ. For mine own, part, no offance to he, ape 
* = any Man of Quzlity ; hope to be fayed., 

« And ſo do 1 too, Lieutenant. n 

Tf Ay, but, by your leave, not pefore me. The Lieu- 
tenant is to be ſaved before the Antient. Lets/hiyeno 
more of this ; let's to our Affairs. Forgive our Sins 
Gentlemen, let's look to ou Buſineſs, Do not think, Gen- 
tlemen. I am drunk: This is my Antient, this ie my right 
Hand, and this is my left. I am not drugk Wr > U can 
ftand well enough, and 1 ſpeak well endugh. 


„Gent. Excellent well. 1 8M v9) 
Caſ. Why, very well then: you muſt not think then, 
that I am drunk, Exit, 
Mon. To the Platform, Maſters, came, ers the 
Watch. 


Lago. You ſee. this Fellow that, is gone before: 
Me is s So'dier, fit to ſtand by Ceſar, 
And give Direction. And do but lee his. Viet 
'Tis to his Virtues a juſt Equinox, 
The one as lang as il” other. Tis pity. of bas 
I fear the Troft Othello puts him in, 
| On ſame odd time of his Infirmity, 
| Will ſhake this Iſland. 
| Mon. But is be often thus? 
lago. Tis evermore his Prologue to his Sleep. 
He'll watch the Horologue a double det, 
If. Drink rock not his Cradle. | 
115 It were well | 
Ea Were put in mind of it « 
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int, Abd ate great pity that the rlovle Mets | 
$h-41d hene et v Did 4s b o geUh⁰ονν ar 
v th ohe of ah gabe In Arrhitygs 5 079: bas | is 
were an honeſt Action, to loo lag? 
To the Moor. "Mauro DOSY * 971 Nl 
74g. Not I, for this wir Maddy ani ee 
do 10% G well, and would do bh pace e 
To cure bim of this Evil. But hark, what Noiſe? 
Enter Caſſio purſuing Rodorigo, WIGS 
Ca/. You Rogue'!you Raſcal TE ·˙ 
Mon, — ide matter, Lieutenant? Th 
Caf. A Knave teach me my Duty? vIF beat we 
ve into a Twi gen Bottle. | 
nod. Beat ne en W 7% 
Gas. Doſt thou prate, Rogue 2 e eee 
Mon. Nay, geod Lieutenant; Staging hins. 
1 pray you, Sir, hold pour Hand: | | 
Ca/, Let me go, Sir, or I Mladen ee be azad 
Mon. Come,” come, youre drunk. 
Caf: Drunk? © [ They, fight. 
Faro. Away I fay, go out wht ory a Mutiny Y. 
[Ex Nodotigo. 
Nav, 2 Lleutenent Alas, Gentlemen 
He ho! — Lieutenant. — Sir Mont ano | 
Help Mafters! Here's a goodly Watch indeed 
Wo's that which rings the eln. Diablo, ho? 
enn * 
The Town will rife. Fy, fy, Lieutenant! fold N 
You will be ſnam'd for ever. FI 
Enter Othello, and Attendants. e 1 
What is the matter here man en 
2. 1 bleed ſtill, I am hurt, but not 10 hy Death! 
Oth, Hold, for your Lives. | N 
Jago. Hold ho! Le e eee 7 
57 you forgot all place of ſenſe and Duty 
|. The Generabſpeakz to you—bold for fhame- — 
0th. Why how now ho ? from whence arifeth this | 
\re we turn'd Turks? and to our ſelves do HZ 2 
Wich Heav'n hath forbid the Orcomire: FL 
+0: Chriſtian Shame, pug by chis bacbaroup 
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56 OrasT HO. tHhet\. 
He that firs next to earve ſor his own Rage, 
Holds his Soul light He dies upon his Motion. 
Silence that dreadful Bell, it frights. the Ile 
From her propriety; What isthe matter,. Maſters: . 
Honeſt lays, that looks dead with grievingss : -. 
Speak: Who began this*?/On thy Love I charge thee; 
1an0. I do not know; Friends all, but now, even no. 
In Quarter, and in terms like Bride and Groom. 
Diveſting them for Bed; and then, but n¹⁵ . 
As it (ome Planet had unwitted Men, | 
Sword out, and tilting one at other's Breaſts, 
In Qppolition bloody. I cannot ſpekxk 1 
Any beginning to this -peeviſh Odds. 
And would in Action glorious, I had loſt tt G 
Thoſe Legs that brougſu me to 2 part of it. 
Oth. How. comes it, Michael, you are chus forgot ! 
Caſ. I pray you pardon me, I cannot ſpeak, TY 
Orth. Worthy Montandy you were wont ta be cixil - 
The gravity and ſtilln eſs of your Lou 
The World hath noted. And your Name is great 
In Mouths of wiſeſt cenſure. What's the matter, 
That you unlace your Reputation thus, 
And ſpend your rich Opinion, tor the Name 
Of a Night-brawler ? give me anſwer to it. 

Mon. Worthy Orhello, I am hurt to Danger; 
Your Officer, Jago, can infotm you, 1 | 
While I ſpare Speech, which ſomething now offends me, 
all that I do know, nor know 1 ought... 
Py me that's ſaid or done amifs this Night, 

> Unleſs Self- Cbarity be ſometimes a Vice, 
And to defend our ſelves it be a Sin, 
When Violence aflails us. 

Oth. Now, by Heav'n, 

My Blood begins my ſafer Guides to rule, .. 
And Paſſion, having my. beſt Judgment choler'd, 
Atlays to lead the way. If once ſtix, 
Or. do but lift this Arm, the beſt of yon 


py Mt is 4 P rov'd in chis .OBence, of | * 5 
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Tho! he had twinn'd with-me both at a Dicth, 


Ye: wild, the Peoples Hearts brintul af. Hear, 1 my 
To manage private and domeſtick Quszrel: 5 


lt partially affin'd, or league in Oe 
hou doſt deliver mote or leſs than Truths + 
chou art no Soldier. „ 104 14» 

ago., Touch me not 0 naar: 

11d [at hes habe this Tongue cut ſtom my Mouths - 
ha: it ſhould dowoffence to Michael Caſſis · 
\ + | p*r {wade my (elf; to ſpeak ſo the Truth: 
5 | nothing wrong him. Thus it is, General: 
eo and my ſelf being in Speech, 

There comes a Fellow, crying out for belp, 


1 
” 


- - 


"2 execute upon kim. Sir, this IN 
a to Caſſie, and intreats his pauſe; 

N {elf the erying Fellow did purſue, 

(cit by his Clamous, as it ſo fell our, 


tan my ey 6 : and I return'd, the rather 
For that 1 heard*the clink, and fell of Swords, 
and Caſſio high in Oath: which till to-night” - 
l ac'tr might ſay before. When, I came beck; 4 
For this was brief, 1 found them cloſe: — 

A: blo! and thruſt, even as 2 they eie 
Wben you your felf did part t | | 
More of this matter cannot I re port. 
gen are Men; the beſt: ſometimes forget; 
0 Caſo did ſome little wrong to him, 


en in rage ftrike thoſe. that with been beſt 


Let ſurely, Caſſio, I believe, receiv'd 20 HOH 


fem hm that fled, ſome ſtrange ladignir, (6 
Which \ Patience could not. epoch 3's (dl 07 4 


5 'oneſl and Love: doth mince this Ys 20. 
ben it light to Cage. Caſpo, 1 __ ” 
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Moor of YN eva et; 37 
bal FTE me. What, in a;Towniof : War, Ine 207 210 


In Night, and on the Court and Guard al deny; Nene 
'Tis monſtrous. Jago, who began t, 20 


ad Gee following bim with determin'd Sword. 


e Town-might fall in fright. - He, ſwilt of- Foot, ö 
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0 38 Oz 14%. i, oy heh. 
Enter Deſdemona arten ]] 
Look if my gentle Love be not raid up- 
I make che u Broamplet (fn rere 
Deſ. W have mne matter, Dear g. 1 & ww 
OW APs well, sweetin g re 
Come away to Bed, Sir, for your bort, e Ne 
My ſelf wilt be your Surgeon, Lead him off: ; 
Fago, look with cate about the Town, 1 
And ſilence thoſe whom this vile brew difleatted.” 
Come; 'Deſtemona, tis the Soldier Life, 
To have cheir 'balunySlumbers wak'd irh Striße. ¶ Ae. 
Ma nent lago and Cilio. EIN $Q7: £ 574 


Jago. What, are you hurt, Lieutenant? | 
' Caf, Ay, paſt all Surgery. e I 
« Jago. Marry, Heav'n . 13 binn 


Caſ. Reput tion, Reputation, Repurition : Oh ' 
| have loſt my Reputation! I have loſt-the- immortal 
port of N „and what remains is beſtial. ey Re- 
putation,” lego, my Reputation ———— 

Fee. Az 1 am an honeſt Man, 1 had'thouphe'yon 
had receiv'd ſome bodily'Wound; there is me Senſe 
in that than ir Reputation. Reputation is an idle, 
and moſt falfe Impoſition; oft got without Merit, and 
loft withaut deſerving. You have loft ny Repardtion 
at all, unleſs you repute your ſelf ſuch a loſer, What, 
Man —- there are more ways to recover the Genen 
again. Leu are but now caſt in his Mood, a Puniſh- 
ment more in Poliey, than in Malice; even ſo 38 one 
would beat bis offenceleſs Dog to aFripht an imperi- 
ous Lion. Sue to him again, and he's yours; 

Caſ. 1 wilt rather ſue to be deſpis d, than to deceive 

a Commander, with ſo flight,” fo drunken, 
„and fo lidifereet an Officer. Drunk, and ſpeak? 
| Parrot,” and fquabble Þ ſwagger? ſwear ? and: diſcourſe 
Fuſtian with one's on Shadow? O thou inviſible Spi- 
fit of Wine! if thou haſt no Name to be known by, 
let us . Devil. fo F in 9 
| (Jags) What was he that you! lon” by yourSwon! 
1 * done te 2 . 
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Caf. 1 — 2 Fnomablael wind 
Ia gu- is't eS 50n 4d todes eg mm d 0 
Cal. I remember 2 maſs ef things, but nothing diſ- ; 
intly: a Quarrel, but nothing,wherefore,' Oh, that 
Men Would put an Enemy inte their Mouthe, to ſteal 
:w:y7 their Brains? that we ſhould with joy, pleaſance; 
reel and applauſe; transform. our felves. into Beaſts. 
1170, Why, but you are now well enough how 
ume you thus recover'd? r 516417 25921 bh 
C, It hath pleas'd the Devil. Drunkenneſa, to 
give place to the Devil, Wrath; one unperfeftneſs ſhews 
another, to make me frankly 1 my ſelf. 
Come, you ate too fevere a Moraller. As the 
Time, the Place, and the Condition of this Country 
11:45, I conld heartily wiſh this had not befaln: but 
ane 11 18 as, it is, mend it for your own Good. 
Ce 1 willagk, him for my Place agatn, he Mall. tell 
me, 1 am a Drunkard? Had L as many Mouths as Hy- 
{r:, ſuch ah anſwer would ſop-them all. To be no 
i -n{ible Man, by and by a Fool, and preſently a 
6-.{t, Oh strange! every inordinate Cap is rd; 
and the Ingredient is a Devil, |, © A 2&0: 6 
%% Come, come, good Wine is a good familiar 
rcoture, if it be well us'd: Exdlatm no more again(t 
. And, good Lieutenant, I think, you think I love 
ou. 2 ; v7 mw kde 
; Ca/, I have well. approv'd it, Sir: I drunk >; 
., Lou, or any Men living, may be drunk atfome 
ime, Man, | I tell you what you ſhall do; Jour Gene · 
Wife is now the General. I may ſay fo, in this 
pect, for that he hath devoted, and given up bim- 
eto the Contemplation, Mark, and Deyotememt of 
ber Parts and Graces, Confeſs your felf racy to her; 
mportune her help, to put you in your Place again; 
She is of ſo free, fo kind, 1 by apt, 40 blefled a Diſpo+ 
on, ſhe holds it a Vice in her Goodnels,) not tg: do 
07% than ſhe is requeſted, This broken Joint between 
jou and her Husband, intreat her to ſplinter. Aud my 
Fortes againſt any lay worth naming, this crack of 
your Love ſhall moore flags than it was before: 
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Caſ. You adviſe. me well. 
Iago, | proteſt in the Racer of Love, and Loch 
Kindneſs. - 
Caſ. I think it freely ; and betimes in the Morning, 
will beleech the virtuous Deſgewora do undertake for 
me: I am deſperate of my Fortunes if they check me, 
Jago. You are in the right: Good Night, Lieutenant, 
1 muſt to the Watch. 
Caſ. Good Night, honeſt Ine. , [Exit Caſho. 
Jago. And what's he then, that ſays I play ewes! 
When this Advice is free IL give, and bhoneſt, 
Probable to thinking, and indeed the Courſe 
To win the Moor again. For tis moſt yy: 
Th' inclining De/deznona to ſubdue - | 
In any honeſt Suit. She's fram'd as fruaful-/ 
As the free Elements. And then for her 
To win the Moor, were't to renounce his Baptiſm, | 
All Seals and Symbols of redeemed Sin, 
His Soul is {6 infetter'd to her Love, 
That {he may make, unmake, do what lhe liſt, 
Even as her Appetite ſhall play the Gd 
With his weak Function. How am I then a Villain, 
To counſel Caſſio to this parallel Coutſe, 
Directly to his Good? Divinity of Hell, 


When Devils will their blackeſt Sins put on, 


They do ſuggeſt at firſt with heav'nly mn, 

As I do now. For while this honeft Fool! 
Plies Deſdemona, to repair his Fortune, 

And ihe tor him pleads ſtrongly to the Moor, | 
I'll pour this Peltllence into his Ear, 


Thats ſhe repeals him for ber Body's Luſt; 


And,by how much the ſtrives to do him good, 
She ſhall undo her Credit with the Moor, 


$0 will 1 turn her Virtue into Pitch, LY» 


And out of her own Goodneſs make the Net, 
Tha: ſhall enmaſh them all. : 
How now, Rodarigo : da LRU 
Enter Rodorigo. ec 
Nod. Ido follow here in the Chace; nat like 2 Hound- 
{ hunts, but one that fü ls up the Cry, My Money is * 
Moe - 


* 2 


Moor of Vern tie. 4% | 


not ipent z I have been Lamar, goon ly well cud- ' 
{1 and 1 think the Iſlue will be, 1 Thall have ſo 
.- Experience for my Pains; and, ſo with no Money 
„end a little more Wies retuen again to Veni. f 
- How poor are they that have not . | 
* Wound did ever heal but by Degtee ?: 
.now'ſt, we work by Wit and not by Wichenf, 
| depends on dilatory time: 
Does t not go well? Cao hach beaten Ne | | 
then by: that froall hurt. halt caſhiet'd Caſſio : .M 
Tho" other things grow tairagainft” the Sun, | 
{7 Fi s chat bloſſam firſt, will firſt be ripe 2” 
Cent thy ſelf awhile, In troth ?ris Morning z 
lure and Action make the Hours ſeem ſhorr. 
10 thee z go where thou art billetted? a ee 
Away, 1 (ay, thou ſhalt know more hereafter 2 1 
Nay, get: thee: gone. - N We 
1 '0 things are to be done 
Wie muſt move bor Caſſio to * MiQtefs : 
ber her on my felt a while, to draw the Moot apart, 
And bring him jump,” when he may Cafſio fittd © 
eg his Wife: ay, that's the way 
Pa! at Device, by culdneſs and rar at. | [ Exit, 
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\CT\W SCENE 


© I? 


8 EN E Othello“ Palaces, 


Enter Caſio, Muſic: icians, 4nd cle. 


Ca,. Aſters, play here, I will content your Pains; _- 
1 Something: thats A and bid: good Mor- 
'ow, General, 1.4 e eee IA H 
- Clown, W by, Maſters, — your lnftrameiits deck 
dies, that they ſpeak i rh Noe thus? mV * 
„How, Sir, how 2+ 544+ 
2, Are theſe, I pray you, wind-lafiruments 
Ay, marry are they, Sit. 101 


4.2 Oro, the}. 


Clown, Oh, theteby hangs a Tale: (io voy 56 15» 
Muſe Whereby thivgs a Tale Sir zune 16919 bh 
Clean. Marry, Sir, by many a Winddnftromen 
that 1 know. Bur, Meſters, hete's Money : for your 
and the General ſo likes your Muc le that he deſires 
you for Love's ſake to make no Noiſe: with ic 


Auf. Well, Sir, we will not. . 
| Clown. If you have any Muſick that may not be 
f heard, to't again, But, as they ſap, to hear-Muſiy 
| the General does not greatly care 
| Muf. We baveinone ſuch, Sir.. 
| Clown, Then put up your Pipes in your Bag, for I 
| away. Go, vaniſh into Air, away. if Exit Mul, 


Caf. Doſt thou hear me, mine honeſt Friend? 
2 — I hear not your — hear you, 
Caf. Prithee, keep up th illets, there's a pbor picce 
of Gold for thee: 1 4 ey that attends the 
General's Wife be ſtirring, tell her there's: ane Caſſ10- 
treats of her a little Favourof Speech. Wilt thou do tu: 
Ale uu. She is ſtirring, Sir, if ſhe will ſtir bither, | 
ſhall ſeem to notify unto her. [FM Clown, 
Caſ. Do, my good Friend. 
8 Aunter lago. | 
In happy time, Lago. 
_ Jago. You have not been a-bed then> — 
Caſ. Why, no; the Day had broke before we parted. 
] have made bold, ago, to ſend in to your Wife; \ 


|. My ſuit to her is, that ſhe will to virtuous Deſdemona 
| Procure me ſome acceſs. + - 99 79 5 


lago. I'M ſend her to you preſently, ) 

| And Il deviſe. Mean to draw the Moor.!. 
| Out of the way, that your Converſe and Buſine(s. | 
| May be more free. - 41/1 2 Ha Bart 

Caſ. I humbly thank yon for 't, I never knew: - 
A Florentine more kind and honeſt. 
| ne Ante Emilia. hs 220 
mil. Good: morrow,. good Lieutenant, L am forry 

E Diſpleaſure; but all will, ſure; be well. 
The General add bis Wife are talking of it:: 
And ſhe ſpeaks for you Rowdy. Teel. 
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That he you hurt is of great Fame in CN, 


k 1nd ateat Affinity z and that i in — ey ws iſdem 
„anche not but refuſe. you., proteſts he loves 
4 And needs no other Sultas but bis kings, "1, [yow 
— | 1 


To bring you in again. 2 
Cal. Vet, I befeech voa, 
cron think fit, or that it may 510 4 ws 
0 Give me Advantage" of ſome brief Diſcourſe 
0 Wii Deſdemona alone. A891 
| A mil, Pray, come in; * 
| wi beſtow you where you ſhall have time 
i To (p:2k your Bofomy freely. N N 
. Ca I am much bound to you. | [ Exeunt, 


Enter. Othello, Iago, and Gentlemen. 
u, \ Theſe Letters give, lage, to the Pilot, "ih 
e And yo him do my Duties to the Senate; | "i 
ie done L will be walking on the Works, 1 
n- Repair there to me. a b 
L lars, Well, my good Lord, I'll doit. OY 2 


[ 0th, This Fortification; Gentlemen, ſhall we ſee”: : 
n, Gene, We'N wait upon your Lordſhip, n Pn 


SCENE, II, An Apartment. 
Enter Deſdemona, Caſſia, and Ami. 


d. Def. Be thou afſurd, * 1 will 4% | 

, Ai my Abilities in thy behalf. of "T 

g 114, Good: Madam, 2 0! l 495 09 e 1 
varrant it grieves my Husbagd, © 0000000 2149977 
\: if the Cauſe were his, A l 


oh that's an honeſt Fellow; 1 ene eh Po, 
but 1 will have my re , 
1 1 as Jou were. | mT YL 0 | 

- Moſt: boumtequs Madam, ot Ro | 

mer tall Poconos of Menu ee A. 
Has never any thing but your true Servant. ; 

0. Iknow'r, Lthank you; von do love y Lord, 
You have known him long, and be vou well affür 19 


He (hall in {s: ſtand no e t * 
Than in ae C207 £785: 5 +1 ba A 
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44 Or . het. 
Caſ. Ay, but Lady. nor. 36 a 

That Policy may either laſt ſo long, 

Or f-ed upon ſuch nice and wateriſh Diet, 

Or breed it ſelf fo out off Citeumſtances, 

That I being abſent, and my place ſupply'd, 

My Genera! will forget my Love and Service. 

Def. No not doubt that; before Amilia here, 
give thee Warrant of thy place. 4 fure thee, 
It I do vow a Friendſhip, Ul perform it 9 
To the laſt Article. My Lord ſhall never reſt, 

Il watch him teme, and talk him out of Patfence 
His Bed ſhall ſeem a School, his Board à Shrift, 
ÞPilintermingle every rhing he do's 

With Cafſio's ſuit : Therefore be merry, Caſſio, 
For thy*Sol!tcitor "ſhall rather die, + 

Than give thy Cauſe away. | 

| Enter Othello and Iago.- 

mil. Madam, here comes my Lord. 

Caſ. Madam, Ill take my leave. 

Deſ. Why ſtay, and hear me ſpeak. 


1 


Caf. Madam, not now; I am very ill at-eate,' 
Mohr for mine own purpoſes, 

B2/, Well, do y.our Diſcretion, Eri: Caſio, 

Jago. Hah? I like not that. | 

Oth. What doit thou fay ? n 

lago. Nothing, my Lord; or if I know not what. 

Orch. Was not that Caſſis parted from my Wife ? 

lago. Caſſio, my Lord! No ſure, I cannot think! 

That he would ſteal, away. fo guiky-like,: 

Seeing you coming, wot! 

Ott. I d6 believe "twas he. 

Deſ. How now, my Lord? þ 

J have been talking with a Suitor here,” 

A Man that languiſhes in your Diſpleaſure. 
Oth. Who is't you mean? Nec e 
Deſ. Why your Lieutenant Caſio. Good my Lord, 

IF.I have any Grace, or Power to move vo, 

His preſent reconciliation. take. ye ot. 

For if he be not one that truly loves van, 

That errs in Ignorance, and not in Cunning, 
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Mohr of V'EwWTo6r #45 
ave no Judgment in an honeſt ace. 
Dr 35+ 9977 TL 
, Went he hence now? 
Del. In ſooths Rumble), 2 
12: hath left part of his Grief with me 
o (viler with chim. Gobdd Love, call him back. | 
Not now, ſweet Deſdemona, ſome other me.“ 
De, bat ſhall't be ſhortly Y 3 
„„ The ſooner, Sweet, for you. 
gaaall't be to Night, at Supper? 
ö No, not to Night. 9 
lo morcow Dinner then? 
I 1 ſhall not dine at home: * 
"ct the. Capthins at the Citadel, i un 2 
” Why then to morrow Night, on Tueſday Morn; 
On 1://Jay Noon, or Night, on Wedneſday 'Marns 
|» c:1ice Name the Time, but let jt not 
'\cecd three Days; in Faith he's Penltent: 
hn! eis treſpaſs, in out common Reaſon, | 
Sue that they ſay the Wars muſt, make Example, 
Out of their beſt,) is not almoſt a Fault 
Nena private check. When ſhall he come? 
5 nme, Othello, 1 Wonder in my Soul 
WI ou would ask me, that I would deny, : 
Ur tad fo mutt'ring on? What ? Michael Caſſis!— 
Int Come a wooing with you, and fo many a time 
Nn! have ſpoke of you diſpraiſingly 
Huh den your part, to have ſo much to do 
To bring him in? Truſt me, I could do much 
\. P:ethee no more, let him come when: ke will, 
deny thee nothing. b 
„hy, this is not a Boon + | e tit 
ſhould entreat you wear your Gloves, 
on nouriſhing meats, or keep you Warm 
eto you, to do a peculir Profit oC! 
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io your Perſon. May, when I have ſ uit, 
I mean to touch your Love indeed. 
de full of Poize, and difficult Weight. 
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Is he not honeſt? 


Shew me thy thought. AG „ieee TIE 3G 
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Oth. 1 will deny hee nothing 
Wheteon I do beſeech thee, grant my is, 
To leave me but a little tomy Telf;+ + 
Deſ. Shall F deny you No: Favewel, N Lo, 
' Oth, Farewell wy Deſdomon a, I'll come to thee Qraight, 
De/. Emilia, comes be as your Fancies teach you; 
Whate'er you be. Jam obedient, ty [xi 
0th. Wkellent Wretch] Perdition eech my Soul, 
But 1 do love thee; and When i Lay . . 
Chaos is come again. Nen nt | 
Jago. My noble Lord. wich 
th. What doſt thou ſay, ia 
Iago, Did Michael" Caſſio, | 
When you woo'd my Lady. know of. your Lon! 
 ©th, He did from firſt to laſt 
babes doft thou ask ? | 
Tago. But for a Saiefaftion of my Thoogln, 
No further harm. 
'Orh, Why of thy thought, Iago? fic 
Jago. I did not he 22 been e with it. 
Oth, O yes, and went between us very oft. 
Jago. Indeed! | 


Oth. Indeed! Ay indeed. Diſcern'ſt thou ought of that 


Jago. Honeſt, ray Lord ? 

Orth. Honeſt : Ay, Honeſt, 

Jago. My Lord, for ought 1 now. 

Oth, What dot thou t ink ? 

Jago. Think, my Lord.! 

Orb. Think, my Lord! Alas, os echo me; 
As if there were ſome Monſter in thy thought | 
Too hideous to be ſnewn. Thoudoſt mean ſomething: 
I heard thee ſay even now, thou lik'ſt not that. — 
When Caſſis left Wife, What did not like? 
And when 1 told thee, he was of my Connſel, 
Of my whole coutfe of wooing'; tho eried'R, indeed? 
And didſt contract and purſe: = Brow to mer; 
As if thou then hadſt hut vp in thiy Bran 
Some horrible Coaceits ; iFehon 408 Jove me 


1e 
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146%, My Lord, yourkmnew love 1 1 10 

Oth, | thitile chow dog: Fronts 

Ind {zz I know thowurt full of es and Honefly,. 7 

* weigh'lt thy Words before thou giv?lt them Breath, 
he eve theſe ftops of thine ſright me the mote 

things, an afalſe dibbyal-Knave;. 

Ire nicks of Cuſtom4' but-in-a Mah thats uſt, 

cold Dilations _— from the Wert, 


hat en cannot rule. * 
For Michael Caſſie, b 
date be (worn, I think, that he is. honeſt; 
1:4, 1 think fo too Wo 


„en ſhould be what they ſeem. 
1 e that be not, would they might ſrem none, 
Oth. Certain Men ſhvuld be what they feem. 
Why, then, I think Caſſio's an honeſt Man. 
Nay, yet there's more in this, 
0 thee 3 ſpeak to me as to my Ley 
k au doſt raminate, and give thy worſt Thoughts 
Te worſt of Words, 
Good, my Lord, pardon me. 
ani not bound to every Act of Duty, 
att not bound to that, all Slaves are ray "3 N. 
Ver ny Thoughts! —”" ſay they ate vile and falſe; 
i; where's that Palace, 'whereunto6 foul thi things 
lomerimes intrude aot ? Who has that a” Ne 
Bu: (ome uncleanly Apprehenfions * © 
fcep Leets, and Law-days, and in Seſſions fie KG 
With Meditations lawful ? 
„ Thou doſt conſpire againſt th Friend, Jago, 
ou but chink'ſt him wrong'g, at wk bi a 
* N Thoughts, is. 


do beſeech you. „ > 1 
Tho: 2h x chance am vieious in my Gueſs, u 
s 1 confeſs it 8 my Nature's Pla 01918 ban 


io ſyy into Abuſes; ant oft my Jes ly Lt | & n w 
ape Faults that are not,) that your: Wiſdom, . AN 
hom one that ſo im ctiy conceits 25 
e take nd Notice, nor build your ſelf ar 1 
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" of bis Scattering, and unſure Obleryances ** 1 
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It were not for your Quiet, nor for your Good, 
Nor for my Manhood, Honelty and Wiſdom, 

U To let you know my Thoughts. 

| Oth. W hat doſt rbou mean: 


| Jago. Good Name in Man and Waman, dear.my Lord, 
il Is the immediate Jewel of theit Souls; 

| Who ſteals my Purſe ſteals traſh, 8 ſomething, wo. 
| | things | | 4 ig LECT 1 

| | "Twas mine, tis his, and has been Slave to thouſands; 


'F But he that filches from me my good Name, 
ll Robs me of that, which not enriches him, 
'F And makes me poor indeed. 

| Oth. I'll know thy Thoughts | 


ll | Jago. You cannot, if my Heart were in your Hand 
1 ir m; . 
41% Nor ſhall not, whilſt tis in my Cuſtody, 
Orth. Ha! 77 
Iago, Oh, beware, my Lord, of Jealouſy, 
It is the green-ey'd Monſter, which doth mock 
The Meat it feeds on. That, Cuckold lives in Bliſs, 
Who, certain of his Fate, loves not bis Wronget ; 
But öh, what damned Minutes tells he o'er, 
Who dotes, yet doubts; ſuſpects, yet ſtrongly loves 
Oth. O Miſery! ! 59 75 | 
"hs Iago. Poor, and content, is rich, and rich enoug! 
1" But Riches fineleſs, is as poor as Winter, 
lik To him that ever fears he ſhall: be poor; 
Good Heay'n! the Souls of all my Tribe defend 
1 From Jea loup. | 
1 Oth. Why ? Why is this? 
| Think'ſt chou I'd make a Life of Jealouſy? 
To follow ftill che Changes of the Moon, 
With freſn Suſpicions? No, to be once in doubt, 
Is once to be reſolv'd: Exchange me for a Goat, 
When 1 ſhall turn che Buſineſs of my: Soul. 
To ſuch exufflicate, and blown. Surmiſes, 
Matching thy inference: vis not to make me Jealout, 
To ſay my Wife is fair, feeds well, loves Company, 
Ils free of Speech, ſings, plays, and dances well; 
Where Virtue is, thele are molt yirtuouss. - 
Nor from mine owa weak Merits will I dr 


= 


5 
— 


— 
. 
3 — 2 = 


Moor of VENA CE. 19 
The ſmalleſt Fear, ot doubt of her Revolt, 
For ſhe had Eyes, and choſe. me. No, Iage, 
I ſee before I doubt; when 1 doubt, prove; 
Aud on the Proof, there is no more but this, 
Away at once with Love, or Jealouſy. 
lazo. I am glad of this; for now 1 Hall have Reaſen 
To * the Love and Duty that I bear ou 
With franker Spirit, Therefore, as Lam bound, 
Receive it from me. I ſpeak not yet of Proof: 
Look to your Wife, obſerve her well with Caſo; * 
wear your Eyes, thus, nat jealous, nor ſecure; 
would not have your free and noble Nature, 
Out of Self-bounty. be abus'd : look to't, 
I know our Country-Diſpofition well; 
Jn Venice they do let Heav'n ſee the Pranks [ence 
They dare not ſhew their Husbauds their beſt Conſci- 
5 not to leave't undone, but keep't unknown. 
0th, Doſt thou ſay ſa? | 
lago. She did deceive her Father, marrying you. 
And when ſhe ſeem'd to ſhake, and fear your Looks, 
She loy'd them maſt. ' {4 
0th. And ſo ſhe did. 
lago. Why, go,to.theus C 
She that ſo young could give cut ſuch a Seeming 
To ſeal her Father's Eyes: up cloſe as Oak 
de thought 'twas Witeheraft 
but I am much to blame: 
| bumbly do beſeech you of your Pardon 
tur too much loyiog-you, 
0th, Jam bound to you for ever. 
lago. 1 ſee this hath a little daſh'd your Spirits, 
0th, Not a Jot, not a Jot, 
lago. Truſt me, I fear it has: 
| lope you will conſider, what is fpoke 
comes from my Love, But I do ſee you're nv, 
am to pray you, not to ſtrain my Speech 
10 grotler Hues, nor to larger Reach, 
Ian to Suſpicion, 
0). J will not. 
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lago. Should you do ſo, my Lord, 

My Speech ſhould fall into ſuch yile Succeſs, 

Which my Thoughts aim not at. Caſſios my worthy 

My Lord, I ſee you're mov'd Friend: 
Oth. No, not much mov'd 

J do not think but Deſdemena's honeſt. | 
Tago, Long live ſhe fo; and long live you to think, 
Oth, And yet how Nature erring from it ſelf ——. 
Tago. Ay, there's the Point; —as, to be bold with you; 

Not to affe& many propoſed Matches 

Of her own Clime, Complexion and Degree, 

Whereto we ſee in all things, Nature tends : 

Foh ! one may ſmell in ſuch, a Will moſt rank, 

Foul Diſproportions, Thoughts unnatural. 

But, pardon me, I do not in Poſition 

Diftin&ly ſpeak of her; tho' I may fear 

Her Will, recoiling to her better Judgment, 

May fall to match you with her Country-Forms, 

And happily repent. 
Oth, Farewel, farewel; 

If more thou doſt perceive, let me know more: 

Set on thy Wife to obſerve, Leave me, Tago. 
Tage, My Lord, I take my leave. { Going, 
Orb. Why did I marry? 

This honeſt Creature, doubtleſs, 

Sees, and knows more, much more than he unfold'. 
Iago, My Lord, I would I might intreat your Honou 

To ſcan this thing no farther, leave it to time: 

Altho' 'tis fit that Caſio have his Place, 

For ſure he fills it up with great Ability ; 

Yet if you pleaſe to put him off a while, 

" You ſhall by that perceive him, and his Means; 

Note, if your Lady ſtrain his Entertainment 

With any ſtrong, or vehement Importunity, 

Much will be ſeen in that. In the mean time, 


Let me be thought too buſy in my Fears, 
As worthy cauſe I have to fear I am, 
And hold her free, I do beſeech your Honour. 
Ork; Fear not my Government. 
Lago. I once mere take my leave. (Lg 
On, 
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Oth. This Fellow's of exceeding Honeſty, 
And knews all Quantities with a learn'd Spirit, 
Of human 3 If 1 do prove her Haggard, 
Tho? that her Jeſſes were my dear Heart-ſtrings, 
1'd whiſtle her off, and let her down the Wind 
To prey at Fortune, Haply, for I am black, 
And have not thoſe ſoft Parts of Converſation, 
That Chamberers have; or for I am declin'd 
Into the Vale of Years, yet that's not much ——— 
She's gone, I am abus'd, and my Relief 
Muſt be to loath her. Oh the Curſe of Marriage ! 
That we can call theſe delicate Creatures ours, 
And not their Appetites! I had rather be a Toad, 
And live upon the Vapour of a Dungeon, 
Than keep a Corner in the thing 7 cm 
For others uſes, Yet 'tis the Plague to Great ones, 
Prerogativ'd are they leſs than the Baſe, a 
'Tis Deftiny unſhunnable like Death; 
Even then, this forked Plague is fated to us, 
When we do quicken, Look where ſhe ccme;! 
Enter Deſdemona and Emilia, 
If ſhe be falſe, O then Heav'n mocks it ſelf g 
I'll not believe't. 
Deſ. How now, my dear Othello? 
Your Dinner, and the generous Iſlanders, 
By you invited, do attend your Preſence, 
: Oth. I am to blame, 
Deſ. Why do you ſpeak ſo faintly ? 
Are you not well? 
Otch. I have a Pain upon my Forehead here. 
Deſ. Why, that's with watching, *twill away again: 
Let me but bind it hard, within this hour 
It will be well. 
Oth. Your Napkin is too little; 
[She anos her Handkerchief. 
Let it alone: Come, I'll go in with you, 
Deſ. I am very ſorry that you are not well. [ Exeunt. 
mil. I am glad 1 have found this Napkins _ 
This was her firſt Remembrance from the Moor; | 
My wayward Husband bath a hundred times | 0 
| T3 % Woo'd 
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Woo'd me to ſteal it. But ſhe fo loves the Token, 
For he conjur'd her, ſhe ſhould ever keep it, 
That ſhe reſerves it evermore about her, 
To kiſs ard tak to. I'll have the work ta'en out, 
And give't Jago; what he will do with it, 
Heav'n knows, not I: | 
I nothing, but to pleaſe his Phantaſy. 
Enter lago. 
Jago. How now? What do you here alone? 
A mil. Do not you chide; 1 have a thing for you, 
Iago. You have a thing for me? | 
It is a common thing 
mil. Ha? | 
lago. To have a fooliſh Wife. 
mil. Oh, is that all? what will you give me now 
For that ſame Handkerchief ? 
Jago. What Handkerchief? 
Amil. Whit Handkerchief 2 
Why, that the Moor firſt gave to Deſdemona, 
That which ſo often you bid me ſteal. 
Jago. Haſt ſtollen it from her: 
A-mil. No; but ſhe let it drop by Negligence, 
And to th' Advantage, I being here, took't up: 
Look, here *tis. | 
lago. A good Wench, give it me. 
A mil. What will you do with't, you have been ſo 
earneſt to have me filch it? 
lago. Why, what is that to you? [Snatching it. 
mil. If it be not for ſome purpoſe of import, 
Give't me again. Poor Lady, {he'll run mad, 
hen ſhe ſhall lack it. 
lago. Be not known on't: 
1 have uſe for it. Go, leave me { Exit Emil. 
1 will in Caſſio's Lodging loſe this Napkin, 
And let him And it, Trifles light as Air 
Are to the Jealous, Confirmations ſtrong, 
As proofs of holy Writ. This may do ſomething. 
The Moor already changes with my Poiſons, 
| Which at the firft are ſcarce found to diſtaſte 2 
| But with a little act upon the Blood, 
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Purn like the Mines of Sulphur, I did fay fo, 
Enter Othello. 
Look, where he comes! not Poppy, nor Mindragora, 
Nor all the drowſy Syrups of the WorlJ, 
Shall ever medicine thee to that fiyeet Sleep, 
Which thou ow'eſt yeſterday. 
Oth. Ha! ha! falſe to me! 
Jago. Why, how now, General; no more of tha“. 
Oth. Avant, be gone; thou haſt ſerme on the Wreck; 
1 {wear 'tis better to be much abus'd, 
Than but to know a little. 
Iago. How now, my Lord? | 
th. What ſcent had I, in her ſtoPn hours of Luſt? 
T {aw it not, thought it not, it harm'd not me: 
| ſlept the next Night well, fed well, was free and mercy, 
I tound not Caſſio's Kiſſes on her Lips; 
He that is robb'd, not wanting what is ſtol'n, 
Let him not know't, and he's not robb'd at all. 
Iago, I am ſorry to hear this. 
Oth. 1 had been happy, if rhe general Camp, 
Pioneers and all, had taſted her ſweer Body. 
So | had nothing known. Oh now, for ever 
Farewel the tranquil Mind. Farewel Content; 
Farewel the plumed Troops, and the big War, 
That make Ambition Virtue ! Oh farewel, 
Farewel the neighing Steed, and the ſhrill Trump, 
The Spirit-ſtirring Drum, th'Ear- piercing Fife, 
The Royal Banner, and all Quality, | 
Pride, Pomp, and Circumſtance of glorious War : 
And O you mortal Engines, whoſe rude Throats 
Th' immortal Jove's dread Clamours counterfeit, 
Farewe] ! Othello's Occupation's gone. 
Iago. Ist poſſible, my Lord? 
Oth. Villain, be ſure thou prove my Love a Whore, 
Be ſure of it: Give me the Ocular Proof, | 
[Catching hold ox him. 
Or by the worth of mine eternal Soul, 
Thou hadft been better have been born a Dog, 
Than anſwer my wak'd Wrath. 
Iago. Is't come to this? 
c; 
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Oth. Make me to ſee't, or, at the leaſt, ſo prove it; 
That the Probation bear no hinge, nor loop, 

To hang a doubt on : Or woe upon thy lite. 

Tags. My Noble Lord, 

Org. If thou doſt flander her, and torture me, 
Never pray more; abandon all Remorſe; 

On Horrors Head, Horrors accumulate, 

Do Deeds to make Heay'n weep, all Earth amaz'd 

For nothing canſt thou to Damnation add, 

Greater than that. 
Tago, O Grace! O Heav'n forgive me! 

Are you a Man? Have you a Soul? Or Senſe? 

God be wi' you: take mine Office. O wretched Fool, 

That lov it to make thine Honeſty a Vice! 

Oh monſtrous World! take note, take note, O World, 

To be direct and honeſt, is not ſafe. 

I thank you for this Profit, and from hence 

Fl love no Friend, ſith Love breeds ſuch Offence, 
Orh. Nay, ſtay thou ſhould'® be honeſt —- 
Iago. | ſhould be wiſe, for Honeſty's a Fool, 

And loſes that it works for, a 

Oth. By the World, VER EE 
I think my Wife is honeſt, and think ſhe is not; 

I think that thou art juſt, and think thou art not; 
]'!] have ſome proof, My Name, that was as freſh 
As Dian s Viſage, is now begrim'd and black 

As mine own Face, If there be Cords or Kniyes, 
Poiſon, or Fire, or fuffocating Streams, 

I' not endure it. Would I were fatisfied ! 

Iago. I ſee you are eaten up with Paſſion 
1 do repent me that 1 put it to you. 

You would be ſatisfied ? 

Oth. Would? nay, and I will, 

Iago, And may; but how? how ſatisfied, my Lord? 
Would you the ſuper-viſor groſsly gape on? 
Behold her tupp'd ? 

Oth. Death, and Damnation! Oh! 

Iago, It were a tedious Difhculty, I think, 

To bring em to that Proſpect; damn them then, 
If ever mortal Eyes do ſee them bolſter 
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Note than their own. What then? how then? 
what ſhall 1 lay? Where's Satisfaction: 
|: is impoſſible you ſhould fee this, 
Were they as prime as Goats, as hot as Monkeys, 
s ſalt as Wolves in pride, and Fools as groſs 
\; Ignorance, made drunk. But yet, I ſay, 
}{ Imputation and ſtrong Circumſtances, 
Wiich lead directly to the door of Truth, 
Will give you Satisfaction, you might have't. 
0th, Give me a living reaſon ſhe's diſloyal. 
L:70, I do not like the Office; 
Pur {ith 1 am entred in this Cauſe ſo far, 
P:ick'd to't by fooliſh Honeſty and Love, 
| vill go on, I lay with Calſi lately, 
\nd being troubled with a raging Tooth, 
could not ſleep. There are a kiad of Men, 
© \ooſe of Soul, that in their Sleeps will mutter 
Th ir Affairs; one of this kind is Caſſio: 
1: ſleep I heard him fay, Sweet Deſdemona, 
let us be wary, let us hide our Loves; 
And then, Sir, would he gripe, and wring my Hand, 
Cry — oh ſweet Creature— then kiſs me hard, 
As if he pluckt up Kiſſes by the Roots, | 
4nd grew upon my Lips, lay his Leg o'er my Thighy 
und ſigh and kiſs, and then cry Curſed Fate, 
That gave thee to the Moor. 
Ci, O monſtrous? monſtrous! 
lago. Nay this was but his Dream. | 
th. But this denoted a fore-gone Concluſion, 
'Tis a ſhrewd doubt, tho? it hy a Dream. 
Jago. And this may help to thicken other Proofs, 
That do demonſtrate thialy. 
Oth. I'll tear her all to pieces. 
lago. Nay yet be wiſe, yet ſee we nothing done; 
She may be honeſt yet: Tell me but this, 
Have you not ſometimes ſeen a Handkerchief 
Spotted with Strawderries, in your Wife's Hand ? 
Oth. I gave her ſuch a one; was my firſt Gift. 
Iago. I know not that; but ſuch a Handkerchief, 
I am ſure it was your ag did I to Day 
4 


See 
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See Caſo wipe bis Beard with. 
Cih, If it be that 
Jago. If it be thu. or any, if 'twas hers, 

It fpeaks againſt her with the other Proofs. 
Oth. O that the Slave had forty thouſand Lives“ 
ne is too poor, too weak for my Revenge, 

Now do 1 fee *ris true. Look here, 7270, 

All my fond Love thus do IT blow to Heav'n. Tis gone; 

Ariſe black Vengeance from the hollow Hell, 

Yield up, O Eove, thy Crown :and hearted Throne 

To tyrannous Hate, Swell Boſom with thy fraught, 

For 'tis of Aſpicks Tongues, 
14%", Yet be content, 

Cb. O Blood! Blood, Bood 
7a70, Patience I ſay, your Mind may change. 
O:h. Never, Jago, Like to the Pontick Sea, 

Whole ley Current, and compulſive Cow ſe, 

Ne'er feels retiring Ebb, but keeps due on 

To the Proportick, and the Helteſpont : 

Even ſo my bloody Thoughts, with violent pace 

Sbanl pe'er lock back, ne'er ebb to humble Love, 

"Til! that a capable and wide Revenge 

Swallow them vp. Now by yond marble Heav'n, 

In the dae reverence of a Seel Vew, [te keel, 

} bere engage my Words —— 
ago. Do not rife yet: Lago kerl, 

Wimeſs you ever-burning Lights above, 

Yeu Elements that clip us round about, 

Witneſs that here Jago doth give up 

The Execution of bis Wit, Hands, Heart, 

To wrong'd Othells's Service, Let him command, 

And to obey ſhall be in me remorſe, 

W hat bloody buſineſs ever, 

Oth, I gieet thy Love, 

Not with vain Thanks, but with acceptance bounteout, 

And will upon the Inſtant put thee c't: 

Within theſe three Day let me hear thee (ay, 

| That Cafſ's rot alive. 
ö lago. My Friend is dead; 
'Tis done at your requeſt, Burt let her live. 
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Oth. Damn her, leud Minx! O damn her, damn her! 
Come go with me apart, I will withdraw 
To furniſh me with ſome ſwift means of Death 
For the fair Devil. Now art thou my Lieutenant. 
lago. I am your own for ever. [ Exennt, 
Enter Deſdemona, Emilia, and Clown, 
Deſ. Do you know, Sirrah, where Lieutenant Caſſia $ 


yes: ; 
Clown, I dare not ſay he lies any where. 
De. Why Man:? 


C:wn, He's a Soldier, and for me to ſay 2 Soldier | 
Le:, 'tis ſtabbing, 


De. Go to; where lodges he? 

C:5wn, To tell you where he jodges, i is to tell you 
Frere I lie. 

Del. Can any thing be made of this? 

Con. I know not where he lodges, and for me 
9 Ceviſe a Lodging, and ay be lyes here, or he lyes 

| * _ vere to ſie in mine own Throat. 

Can yon enquire him out? and be edified by 


Keke 

Clown, I will Catechize the World for him, that is, + 
n ke Queſtions, and by them Anſwer, 

De, Seek him, bid him come hither; tell him, I have 
nov'd my Lord on his hehalf, and hope all will be well. - 
2. To do this, is within the Compiſs of Man's 
7% and therefore 1 will attempt the doing of it. 

Exit Clown.” 

Des. - Where honld I lofe the Hmdkerchief, &milia? 

Ika w not, Madam, 
Believe me, I had rather have loſt my Purſe 
2 The Cruzadoes, And but my noble Wor 
"Tue of Mind, and made of no ſuch Þafene's, 
« jealoly Creatures zre, it were enough. . 

; put aim to ill thinking. 

wil, Is he not jealous? 

De. Who he? I think the Sun Where he wa; bora 
al ſuch Humours from him, 


nu. Look where he comes. 


C 5 > Def ;- 


And bid me, when my Fate would have me wiy'd, 
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Deſ. I will not leave bim now, till Caſſio be 
Call'd ro him, How is't with you, my Lord! 
Enter Othello. 
Oth. Well, my good Lady. Oh hardneſs to diſſemble! 
How do you, Deſdemona ! | 
Deſ. Well, my good Lord. | . 
Oth, Give me your Hand; this Hand is moiſt, my 
Deſ. It hath felt no Age, nor known no Sorrow. 
Oth, This argues Fruitfulneſs, and liberal Heart: 
Hot, hot, and moift — this Hand of yours requires 
A ſequeſter from Liberty, Faſting and Prayer, 
Much Caſtigation, Exerciſe devout, 
For here's à young and ſweating Devil here, 
That commonly rebels: Tis a good Hand, 
A frank one. | | 
Deſ. You may, indeed, ſay ſo, 3 
For twas that Hand that gave away my Heart, 
- Oth, Aliberal Hand. The Hearts of old, gave Hands 
But our new Heraldry is Hands, not Hearts. 
Def. I cannot ſpeak of this; come, now your Promiſe, 
Oth. What promiſe, Chuck? : 
Def. I have ſent to bid Caſſio come ſpeak w th you, 
Oth, J have a ſalt and ſorry Rheum offends me; 
Lend me thy Handkerchief, 
Deſ. Here, my Lord, 
Oth, That which I gave you. 
. Def. I have it not about me. 
Oth. Not? 
De ſ. No indeed, my Lord. 
Oth, That's a fault. That Handkerchief 
Did an. Agyprian to my Mother give; 
She was a Charmer, and cou'd almoſt read 
The Thoughts of People. She told her, while ſhe kept i, 
*Twould make her amiable, ſubdue my Father 
Intirely to her Love; but if ſhe loſt it, | 
Or made a Gift of it, my Father's Eye | 
Should hold her loathed, and his Spirits ſhould hunt 
After many Fancies. She, dying, gave it me, 


To give it her. I did ſo, and take le. d on't; 
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Make it a Darling, like your precious Eye; 
o loſe't, to give't away, were ſuch Perdition, | 
Az nothing elſe could match. ay 
4 Is't poſſible ? 
'Tis true; there's Magick in the Web of i ita 
A 905 that had numbred in the World 
The Sun to courſe two hundred Compaſſes, 
In her prophetick Fury ſow'd the work: f 
The Worms were hallowed, that did breed the Silk, 
And it was dy'd in Mummey, which the skilful 
Conſery'd of Maidens Hearts. 
De/. Indeed! is't true! | 
0th. Moſt veritable, therefore look to't well. 
Ds Then would to Heav'n, that I had never ſeen't! 
Ha ? Wherefore ? 

Def Why do you ſpeak ſo ſtartingly, and raſh? | 
0th, Is't loſt, is't gone? Speak, is't out o' th* way? 
Deſ. Bleſs us 
Oth, Say you? 

Def. It is not loſt, but what and if it were? 
Oth. How? - ©» 

Deſ. I ſay it is not loft. 

Orth. Fetch't, let me ſee't. 

Def. Why ſo 1 can; Sir, but I will not now: 
This is a trick to put me from my Suit, 

Pay you let Caſſio be receiv'd again. 

Oth, Fetch me the Handkerchief b Mind mii 
wes 
Deſ. Come, come; you'll never meet a more ſuſfi- 
cient Man, | 
01h. The Handkerchief —— 

Deſ. A Man that all his time | 
Hath founded his good Fortunes on yon ove z 
Shar'd Dangers with ou. 
Oth. The Handkerchief - 


Def, In ſooth you are to blame. 28 
Oth. Away. Exit Gtr 
mil. 1s not this Man jealous! 4 
Def. I never ſaw this before. 

Sure there” $ {ome youder in this Handkerchief, 
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I am moſt unhappy in the loſs of it. 

mil. 'Tis not a Year.or two ſhews us a Mans. 
They are but Stomachs, and we all but Food, 
They eat us hungerly, and when they are fall 


They belch us. 
Enter Iago, and Caſſio. 
Look you, Caffe, and my Husbancd. 
lego. There is no other way, tis ſhe muſt dot; 
And lo the Happineſs; go and importune her. 
Deſ. How now, good Caſſo, what's the News with 
ou? | | | 
Caſ. M:dam, my former Suit. I do beſeech you, 
Thar by your virtuous Means, I may again 
Exiſt; and be a Member of his Love, 
W hom I, with all the Office of my Heart 
Iatirely honour, I Would not be delay*d;, 
If my Offence be of ſuch mortal kind, K cy 
That not my Service paſt, not preſent Sqrratys. ' 
Nor purpos'd Merit in Fmurity, 
Can ranſom me into his Love again; | 
But to kaow ſo, muſt be my Benefit; { 
So ſhall I cloath me in a forc'd content, 
And ſhut my ſelf up in ſome other Courſe, 
To Fortunes Alms. 
Deſ. Alas! thrice gentle Caſſio, 
My Ad vacation is not now in tune; 
My Lord, is not my Lord; nor ſhould I know bim, 
} Were ke in Favour, as in Humour alter'd. 
| So help me every Spirit ſanctiſied, 
] As 1 have ſpoken for you all my beſt, 
And ſtood within the blank of his Difpleaſure, 
For my free Speech. You muſt a while be patient; 
What Jan do, I will: and more I will 
Than. for my {elf I dare, Let that ſuffice you. 
lago. Is my Lord ang? 
Amil, He went hence but now; 
And certainly in ſtrange unquiemeſss. 
Jago. Can be be angry? I have ſeen the Canzon; 
"When it hath blown his Ranks into the Ait, 
Aud like the Depil from his very Arn * 
: 14 „ FE tk 
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Puft his own Brother; and is he angry — | 
Something of Moment then; I wilt go meet him, 
There's matter in't indeed, if he be angry. (Lait. 
De/. I prethee do ſo. Something ſure of State, | 
Either from Venice, or ſome unhatch'd Practice, 
Made demonſtrable here in Cyprus, to him, 
Hath pudled his clear Spirit; and in ſuch Caſes, 
Mens Natures wrangle with inferior things, 
Tho' great ones are their Object. Tis even Nr 
For let our Finger ake, and it endues 
Our other healthful Members, even to a Senſe 
Of Pain. Nay, we muſt think Men are not Gods, 
Nor of them look for ſuch} Obfervance always, 
As fits the Bridal. Beſhrew me much, Emilia, 
] was, unhandſome Warrior as I am, 
Arraigning his Unkindneſs with my Soul; 
But now_I find, I had ſuborn'd the Witneſs, _ 
And he's indited fally.. - wc 
AXmil, Pray Heay'n t. be 
$t3te-matters, as you think, and no Conception, 
Nor jealous Toy concerning ou. 5 
De/. Alas-the-day I never gave him Cauſ. 
mil. But jealous Souls will not be anſwer'd ſo; 
They are not ever jealous for the Cauſe, ;: A 
But jealous, for they're jealous. It is a Monster 
Begot upon it ſelf, born on it ſelf. 4 4 
Deſ. Heav'n keep the Monſter from Orhello's Mind. 
mil. Lady, Amen. | 
Deſ. I will go ſeek him. Caſſio, walk hereabout g | 
If I do find him fit, I'll move your Suit, \ 
And ſeek to effect it to my uttermoſt; Exit. 
Caſ. I humbly thank pour Lady ſhip- | 


Enter Biancas. 
Pian. Save you, Friend Caſſio. 
Caſ. What makes you from home? 
How is it with you, my moſt fair Bianca? 
inJeed, ſweet Love, I was coming to your Houſe, . 
Bian. And I was going to your Lodging, Caſſio. 
Whar } keep a Week away! Seven Days and Nights? 
Zightcore eight Hours? and Loves abſent. Hours 
ore 
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More tedious than the Dial, eightſcore times ? 
Oh weary reck'ning! 
Caſ. Pardon me, Biavca : 
1 have this while with leaden Thoughts been preſt, 
But I ſhall in a more convenient time 
Strike off this Score of Abſence. Sweet Bianca! 
[ Giving her Deſdemona's Handkerchief. 
Take me this work out. 
Bian. Oh Caſſio, whence came this? 
This is ſome Token from a newer Friend; 
To the felt-abſence now I feel a Cauſe: 
Is't come to this? Well, well. 
Caſ. Go to, Woman; 
Throw your vile Gueſſes in the Devil's Teeth, 
From whence you have them. You are jealous now 
That this is from ſome Miſtreſs, ſome remembrance ? 
No, in good troth, Bianca. 
Bian, Why, whoſe is it? 
Caſ. 1 know not neither; I found it in my Chamber; 
I like the Work well: ere it be demanded, 
As like enough it will, I would have it copied: 
Take it, and do't, and leave me for this time, 
Bian. Leave you? wherefore ? 
Caſ. 1do attend here on the General, 
And think it no Addition, nor my Wiſh 
To have him ſee me woman'd. 
Bian. Why,1 pray you? 
Caf. Not that I love you not. 
Bian, But that you do not love me; 
I pray you bring me on the way a little, 
And ſay, if I ſhall fee you ſoon at Night? 
Caf. Tis but a little way that I can bring you, 
For 1 attend here. But 1'Il ſee you ſoon. 
B'an.'Tis very good; I muſt be circumſtanc'dy Excunt. 
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ACT WW. SCENE I. 
SCENE, A Room of State. 


. Enter Othello, and Iago, 


W470, W Ill you think ſo? _ 

Gab. Think ſo, Iago ? 

Iago, What, to kiſs in private? 

0th, An authoris'd Kiſs? 

lago. Or to be naked with her Friend in Bed, 
An Hour or more, not meaning any barm ? 

0:h, Naked in Bed, Iage, and not mean harm? 
I: is Hypocriſy againſt the Devil: | 
They that mean virtuouſly, and yet do ſo, _. 
The Devil their Virtue tempts, and they tempt Heav'n. 

lago. If they do nothing, tis a venial flip: * _ 
But if I give my Wife a Handkerchief—— 

0th, What then? 

lago. Why then, 'tis hers, my Lord, and being hers, 
She may, I think, beſtow't on any Man. | 

Oth. She is Protectreſs of her Honour too; 

May ſhe give that ? yy 
lago. Her Honour is an Eſſence that's not ſeen, 

They have it very oft, that have it not. 

But for the Handkerchief—— ' | | 

Oth. By Heav'n I would moſt gladly have forgot it; 
Thou ſaidſt, Oh, it comes o'er my Memory, 

As doth the Raven o'er the infectious Houſe, 
Boading to all, he had my Handkerchief. 

Iago. Ay, what of that? 

Oth, That's not ſo good now. Pr 

Iago. W hat it 1 had ſaid, I had ſeen him do you wrong? 
Or heard him ſay, as Knaves be ſuch abroad, 
Who having by their own importunate Suit, 
Or voluntary dotage of ſome Miſtreſs, 
Convinced or ſupplied them, cannot chooſe 
Tu: they muſt blab. : 

Oh. Hath he ſaid any thing? 
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Iago, He hath, my Lord, but be you well afſur's, 
No more than he'll unfwear. - - 

Oth. What hath he ſaid? 

Iago. Why, that he did — I know not what he dic 

Oth. What? what? | 

Iago. Lie 

Oh, With her ? 

Iago. With her? on her — what you will 

Oth. Lie with her! lie one her! we ſay, lie on bet, 
when they be lie her. Lie with her! that's fulſom : Hand- 
kerchief--- Confeſſions— Handkerchief - to confels, and 
be hang'd for his Labour Firſt, to be hang'd, and then 
to cone Al tremble at it—Nature would not inveſt her 
felf in ſuch ſhadowing Paſſion, without ſome inſtruction. 
It is no Words that hake me rhus— piſh — Noſes, 
Ears and Lips ist poſſible ! —— Confeſs l—— 
Handkerchief ! ——O Deyil — [Falls in a Traci. 

Tat. Work oh. 1 R 
My Medicine works; thus tctedulous Fools are caught; 
And many worthy, and chaſte Dames even thus 
All guiltleſs meet reproach ; what hoa! my Lord! 
My Lord, I ſay Orell. | 


i Enter Caſſio. 
How now, Calle? © 
Ca. 425 the mater: | 2 "y 
Jago. My Lord is faln into an e | 
That is my ſecond Fit; he had 00 ee 
Caſ. Rub him about the Temples. 
tage. The Lethargy muſt have his quiet cdurſe; 
If not, he foams at Mouth, and by and by 
Breaks out to ſavage Madneſs ; look, be ſtirs; 
Do you withdraw your felf a little while, 
He. will recover ſtraight; When he is gone, 
4 would on great Occaſion ſpeak with you. Exit Caſſio. 
How is it, General? Have you not hurt-your Head? 
Oth.. Doſt thou mock me? © 
age. 1 mp, not, by Heav'n; | 
Would you would bear your Fortune like'a Man. 
oth. horned Man's 'a Monſter and a Beaſt. 
Iaga. There's man; a Beaſt then in a populous ms 
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nd many a civil Monſter. 
0h, Did he confeſs it? 

lago. Good Sir, be a Man: 2 Ls 
tink every bearded Fellow that's but yok “ 
ay draw with you. There's Millions now alive, 
hat nightly lie in thoſe unproper Beds, 
hich they bars ſwear peculiar. Yotw Cauſe is better. 
b 'tis the ſpite of Hell, the Fiends Arch-mock, 
o lip a Wanton in a ſecure Couch; 
\nd to ſuppoſe her chaſte, No, let me know, 

1d knowing what I am, I know what ſhe ſhall be. 
Oth. Oh, thou art wiſe, tis certain. | 
Jago. Stand you a while apart, 
Contine your ſelf-butin a patient Liſt. TS 
Wh it you were here, o'erwhelmed with your risk 
j Paſſion moſt reſulting fach a Man) 
Caſio came hither, I ſhifted him away, 
and laid good 'Scuſes on your Exraly, - 
id him anon return, and here fpeak with me, -.. 
The which he ptomis d. Do but encave your ſelf, 
And mark the Fleers, the Gibes and ma le Scorns,. 
That dwell in every Re ion of his Face. 
For 1 will make him tell the Tale ane; | 
Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and when. 
He hath, and-is again-to.cope your Wife. E 
| ay, but mark his Geſture.” Marry Patience, 
0r 1 ſhall ſay y'are all in Spleen, 
ind nothing of a Man, 
0:h, Doſt thou hear, Tago ? 1 
will be found moſt cunning in my Patience; 
but, doſt thou hear, moſt bſood x. 

lago. That's not athnifsz, ._ 8 
bat yet keep time in all. Will you withdraw? 8 
A | [Othello wichdrawig. 
Now will 1 queſtion Caſſio of Bianca, | 
a Houſewife, that by. ſelling her nw, 5 

e 


days herſelf Bread and Cloth. It is a *; AS, 

That dotes on Cato, as tis the Sirumpet's plague _ 
one ; Ba 
+0! He, | 


6 


To beguile many, atd be beguil'd by 


Whoſe want even kills me. 
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He, when he hears of her, cannot reſtrain 
From the exceſs of Laughter. Here he comes. 
Enter Caſſio. 

As he ſhall ſmile, Othello ſhall go mad; 

And his unbookiſh Jealouſy mult conftrue, 

Poor Caſſio's Smiles, Geſtures, and light Behaviour, 

Quite in the wrong. How do you, Lieutenant! 
Caſ. The worſer, that you gave me the Addition, 


Iago, Ply Deſdemona well, and you are ſure on't : 
Now, if this Suit lay in Bianca's Power, [ Speaking lower 
How quickly ſhould you ſpeed ? 

Caſ. Alas, poor Caitiff, 

Oth, Look how he laughs already, | 

Tago. I never knew a Woman love Man ſo. 

Caf, Alas, poor Rogue, I think indeed ſhe loves me. 

Oth Now he denies it faintly, and lavghs it out. 

Jago. Do you hear, Caſſio ? | > 

Oth. Now he importunes him | 
To tell it ober: Go to, well ſaid, well ſaid. _ 

Iago, She gives it out, that you ſhall marry her, 
Do you intend it? bf | 

Caſ. Ha, ha, ha, | | 

Oth. Do ye triumph, Roman? do you triumph? 

Caſ. I marry! —- What? a Cuſtomer ? prithee beat 
Some Charity to my Wit, do not think it 
So unwholeſome, Ha, ha, ha, | 

Oth, So, ſo; they laugh that win. | 

Tago, Was the cry goes, that you ſhall marry her 

Caſ. Prithee ſay true, | . 

Tago, I am a very Villain {| | 

Oth, Have you fcoar'd me? well. 

Caſ. This is the Monkey's own giving out: 
She is perſuaded I will marry her, {mile 
Out of her own Love and Flattery, not out. of my po 

Oth. Iago beckons me: Now he begins the Story. 

Caſ. She was here even now; ſhe haunts me in eve! 
place, I was the other Day talking on the Sea Bank Wii 
certain Venetians, and thither comes the Bauble, and fa 
me thus about my Neck = 
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crying, oh dear Caſſo, as it were: His Geſture 


rs it, | 
So hangs, and lolls, and weeps upon me, 

nes and pulls me. Ha, ha, ha. Ry 
„ Now he tells how ſhe pluckt him to my Cham- 
0h, 1 ſee that Noſe of yours, but not that Dog I 
throw it to. 

„Well, I muſt leave her Company. 

u. Before me; look where ſhe comes. 

Enter Bianca. . 

. 'Tis ſnch another Fitchew! marry, a perfum'd 
What do you mean by this haunting of me? 

un. Let the Devil and his Dam haunt you; what 
you mean by that ſame Handkerchief you gave me 
now 1 was a fine Fool to take it: I muſt take out 
ork? A likely piece of work, that you ſhould find 
your Chamber, and know not who left it there, 
is ſome Minx's Token, and I muſt take out the 
* There, give it your Hobby-Horſe: Whereſo- 
you had it, I'll rake out np work on't. 

% How now, my ſweet Bianca ? 

now 2 How now? | . 
b. By Heay'n, that ſhould be my Handkerchief, 
an, If you'll come to Supper to Night, you may; 


u will not, come when you are next prepar'd for., 
| Exit. 


» 


1 


e. After her, after her. 

iſ. I muſt, ſhe'll rail in the Streets elſe. 

e. Will you ſup there}. itt: fi 

J. Yes, I intend ſo, T3012 280T owt” 

js, Well, I may chance to ſee you; for I would 
ſain ſpeak with you. a1 ter 

, Prithee come, will you? - | 
Go to oo no more. kx. Caf. 

b. How ſhall I murder him, Jago? > 

fv. Did you perceive how he laugh'd at bis Vice? 

th, Oh, Ia 07 N "= 3 Bus © 

. And did you ſee the-Handkerchief? 

B. Was that min 


Iago, 
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hy 

ago. Yours, by this Hand: And to ſee how beg 
K. Fooliſh W oman your Wife — She gave it him, 
he hath given it his Whore, 

Oth. 1 would have him nine Years a killing: 
A fine hogs a . ſweet Woman 

«+ Tavo. Na mu et 

9 Ay, fe — — ad be damn'd tod 
for ſhe ſhall not live. No, my Heart is turn d to $t 
I ftrike it, and it hurts my Hand. Oh; the World 
not a ſweeter Creature — She might lie by an E 
ror's Side, and command him Tasks. 

Iago. Nay, that's not your way. 

Orh, Hang her, I do but ſay what ſhe je fu 
tate with her Needle 1 admirable Muſician, 
ſhe will fing the Savageneſs out of: a Bear : or lo 
a plenteous Wit, and Invention 
. Tago, She's the worſe for all this. 
Orb. Oh, a thouſand, a thouſand times: 
_ then of fo gentle a A 

1 Ay, too gentle. 
Nay, that's certain, * 
But yet. the pity of it, Iago — Oh, Taxo, the pit 


o. If you are ſo fond over her Iniquity, gift 
= offend : for if it touch not you, it comet! 
0 
Oth. 1 will chop her into Meſſes: a * 
Jago. Oh, *tis in her. 
Orth. With mine Officer! 
Jago. That's fouler. 
Orb. Get me ſome Poiſon, Tage, this Night, I 
| expoſtulate with her, left her Body and her Beauty 
provide my Mind again: This Night, Iago. 
lago. Do it not with Poiſon, ſtrangle- her in be 
Even the Bed ſhe hath contaminated. 
Oth. Good, good: 
The Juſtice of it pleaſes; very good. 0 
Iago. And for Casto, let me be his Undertaker 


You ſhall. hear more by. Midnigbt. 


ner Lodovico, Deſdemona, and Attendants. 
Excellent good —— what Trumpet is that Game? 
1, | warrant fomething from Venice. 
Lodovico, this comes from the Duke. 
our Wife's with him, | . 
. Save you, worthy General. 
. With all my Heart, Sir. 
|. The Duke, and the Senators of Venice greet you, 
Gives him a Letter. 

i 1 kiſs the Inſtrument of their Pleafures. 
And what's the News, good Couſin Lodovice ? 
. Iam very 7 glad to ſee Jou, Signior. 
ome to 
{ I thank your how does Lieutenant cao: 
b. Lives, Sir. 

| Couſin, there's fal 'n between him and my Lord 
akind Breach: But you ſhall make all well. 
jv, Are you ſure that? 
„ My Lord. 
1 This fail you not to do, as you will 
He did not call, he's buſy in the Paper. 
re Diviſion *rwixt my Lord and Caſio? 
„ A moſt unhappy one; I would do much 
ne them, for the ; Fw 1 bear to Caſſio. 
6, Fire and Brimfſtone ! S 
|. My Lord. N 
Are you wiſe? I 
What, is be angry? 
f May be the Letter mov'd him. 
ws [ think they do command bim home, 
ting Caſſio in his Government, 
{. Truſt me, I am glad on't. 
bb. Indeed! 
115 3 ſ mad. 
h. 1 am glad to Tee 
h Why, &o ect Ochells + 
. Devil! 


— 


zh 1 ſbeuld fwear I faw't. Tis very much, 
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N | have not deferv'd this. PI 
d. My Lord, this would not be pelie vd in Fenice, © 


Make 


4s 
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Make her amends, ſhe weeps. 

- Oth, Oh Devil, Devil! 

If that the Earth could teem with Woman's Tear 

Each Drop ſhe falls would proye a Crocodile: 

Out of my Sight — 
Deſ. | will not ſtay to offend you. [G 
Lod. Truly, an obedient Lady : 

I do beſeech your Lordſhip call her back. 
Oth. Miſtreſs, 


Deſ. My Lord. | 
' Oth, What would you with her, Sir? 

Lod, Who I, my Lordi 

Orth. Ay! you did wiſh that I would make bert 
Sir, ſhe can turn and turn, and yet go on, 
And turn again. And ſhe can weep, Sir, weep, 
And ſhe's Obedient: As you ſay Obedient, 
Very Obedient — proceed you in your Tears -— 
Concerning this, Sir — oh well painted paſſion! 
I am commanded home —— get you away, 
I'll ſend for you anon —— Sir, I obey the Mandzte 
And will return to Venice — Hence, avant! [Ex. 
Caſſio ſhall baye my place. And, Sir, to Night 
I do entreat, that we may ſup together, 
You are welcome, Sir, to Cyprus 
Goats and Monkies / IL 

Lod. Is this the noble Moor, whom our full 
Call all- in- all ſufficient? Is this the Nature 
Whom Paſſion could not ſhake? Whole ſolid Vin 
The Shot of Accident, nor Dart of Change 
Could neither graze, nor pierce? 

Iago. He is much chang'd. Wt 

Lod. Are his Wits ſafe? Is he not of light Brain 

Iago, He's that he is; I may not breathe my Cen 
What he might be, if what he might he is not, 
I would to Heay'n. he were. 5 

Lod, What, ſtrike his Wife! FI 

lago. Faith that was not ſo well; yet would! 
That ſtroke would prove the worſt. 

Lod. Is it his uſe ? f . | 

Or did the Letters work upon his Blood, 
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d new create his Fault ? * 

lago. Alas, alas ; | 

+ is not honeſty in me to ſpeak 728 
What I have ſeen and known. You ſhall obſerve bim, 
ad his own Courſes will denote him ſo, 

hat | may ſave my Speech; do but go after, 

and mark how he continues, | | | 
Lid, lam ſorry that I am deceiv'd in him. ¶Exeunt. 


SCENE II. Arn Apartment. 


Euter Othello and Emilia. 


0th. You have ſeen nothing then? 
mil. Nor ever heard, nor ever did ſuſpect. 
0th. Yes, you have ſeen Caſſio and her together. 


lach Syllable that Breath made up between them. 
0th. What? Did they never whiſper ? 

mil. Never, my Lord, 

0th. Nor ſend you out o'th* way? 3 
mil. Never. W [thing ? 
mil. Never, my Lord. 

0th, That's ſtrange! , * TERS 
mil. 1 durſt, my Lord, to wager ſhe is honeſt, 
lay down my Soul at Stake; if you think ether, 
Remoye your thought, it doth abuſe your Boſom. 
any Wretch hath put this in your Head, 

Let Heay*n requite it with the Serpent's Curſe, 

for if ſhe be not honeſt, chaſte and true, 
There's no Man happy, the pureſt of their Wives, 
ls foul as Slander, | 5 


She ſays enough ; yet ſhe's a ſimple Bawd 
A Cloſet-lock and Key of villanous Secrets; 


Enter Deſdemona and Emilia, 
Deſ. My Lord, what is your Will? 


0th, Pray you, Chuck, come hither, 1 
| | Deſ. 


mil. But then I ſaw no harm ; and then I heard 


0th, To fetch her Fan, her Gloves, her Mask, nor no- 


Oth. Bid her come hither, go, TREE [Exit Emilia, 
That cannot ſay as much. This is a ſubtle Whore, - 


and yet ſhe'll kneel, and pray; I have ſeen her do't. 
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Deſ. What is your Pleaſur e? 
Oth. Let me ſee your Eyes; look in my Face, 
Deſ. What korrible Fancy's this?: 3 
Oth. Some of your Function, Miſtreſs, 
Leave Procreants alone, and ſhut, the Door, 
Cough, or cry bem, if any body come. 
Your Myſtery, your myſtery ; {ay diſpatch. [Exit Ami. 
Deſ. Upon my Knee, what,doth your Speech import! 
I underſtand a Fury in your Words, ol 
Oth. Why ? what art thou? W 
Deſ. Your Wife, my Lord; your true and loyal Vife, 
Oth, Come (wear it; damn thy ſelf, being like one 
Of Heav'n, the Devils themſeves ſhould fear ta ſeize thee, 
Therefore be double damn'd; ſwear thou art honeſt. 
Deſ. Heav'n doth truly know it. 8 
Oth. Heav'n truly knows, | 
That thou art falſe as Hell. 
Deſ. To whom, my Lord? 
With whom? How am 1 falſe ? 
Oth. Ah, Deſdemona, away, away, away 
Def, Alas the heavy day! Why do you weep? 
Am1 the Motive of theſe Tears, my Lord? | 
If happily you my Father do ſuſpect, | 
An Inſtrument of this your calling back, 
Lay not your Blame on me, if you have loſt him, 
Why I have loſt him too. | . | 
Oth. Had it pleas'd Heav'n, | 
To try me with Affliction, had he rain'd x 
All kind of Sores, and Shames on my bare Head, 
Steep'd me in Poverty to the very Lips 
Given to Captivity me and my utmoſt Hopes; 
I ſhould have found in ſome place of my So 
A drop of Patience, But alas, to make me. 
A fixed Figure for the Hand of Scormn 2 
To point his flow and moving Finger at—— 
Yet could.I bear that too, well, very well: 
But there where I have garner'd up my Heart, 
Where either I muſt live, or bear no Life, 
The Fountain from the which my Current runs, 
Or elſe dries up, to be diſcarded thence a 
| t 
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Or keep it as a Cifferh, for foul Toads 
To kno! add gendetf m. Tarn thy Complexion there, 
pnience, thou young and roſe lipp\dCherudin, ED 
| bere look grim s Hell: > 
De/. 1 hope my noble Lord eſteems me Honeſt. A 
0:b. O ay, es mmer“ Flies are in the Shambles, - 
Th:t quicken even with blowing. Oh thou Weed! 
Who art ſo loyely Fair, and ſtnell'ſt ſo ſweet, ; 
That the Senſe akes at thee - - ce : 
Would, thou'sſt never been born! . 6 E..0 
Def. Alas, what ignorant Sin have 1 bbw > 
0:h. Was this fair Paper, this moſt poly Book, 
Made to write Whore upon? What committed, 
Conmitted ? Oh, thou publick Commoner,. 
| ſhould make very Forges of my Cheeks, © 
That would to Cynders burn up Modeſty, 
Dig I but ſpeak thy Dees; ''Whar, et 
Heav'n ſtops the Noſe #t it, and the Moon winks; 
The bawdy Wind, that kiffes all it m\ets, | 
Is buſh'd within the hollow Mine of Eatth, 
And willnot heart. Whar, committed? 
Deſ. By Heaw'n; you do me Wrong, 
0:4. Are not you a Strumpet? 15 . 
Def. No, as I am a Chriſtian. R 
If to preſerve this Veſſel for my Lord 
From any other foul unlawful touch, 
de not to be a Strampet, I am none. 
01h, What, not a Whore? ? 
De/. No, as 1 ſhall be ſav'd.* SO 
0th, Ist poſſible? © © © Wb heb e ae 
Def Oh, Heav*n fogive u. ; AMES SO 
. I cry you Mercy, then. W. S e py 
— you for that cunning bern of Venice, ing - 
That married with. Othello. You, Mittreſs, — 
Emer Kmilis. 
That have the Office oppoſite to Saint Peter, BEN 4 
A keep the Gate of Hell. You, you! A/ you! 4 1 
Ve have done our Courſe, there's Mony for your Pains; _ 
Pray you, turn the Rey, and keep our Counkel, Ef it, | 


D | ZEmil. 
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The ſmaliſt Opinion on wycleaſt miſuſs : 
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© Emil, Alas, T hat dos x ntleman conceive? 
EN Madam How'dolyew; my gοο Lady 
Faith, half aſleep. « 111: 
ZEmil, Good Madam; iche mare wich Lord) 
Deſ. Wühssboms -a 1 4 
_ Amil, Why, with my Lord,:Madlany?+ ” vc +. 0 
Deſ;. Who is thy Lord o e 27 Pp 
mil. He that is yours, bebt Lady, 94 107 1.0887 
Deſ. I have none, ds not talk to mes Sill 
I cannot weep; nor Anſwer have I none, 
But what ſhould go by Water-|- Pr! ytheeo to J 
on my Bed my weddiny/Shetts-ram ener; | 
And' call ty Husband hither. - 
8 Here's a change indeed... 5 81880 
Deſ. Tis meet I ſhould be us'd ſo, very meat?! 
How. have I been behav'd, that he might fic” 


1, Enter: lago and Emilia; 357 7 152 
lago. What is your Pleaſure, Madum de ni zu {0 

How is't with out ton 1621234 Sr is; oO TM 
Def. I cannot tell; thoſe that do teich yout Babe 

Do it with gentle Means, and eaſy Tae 

He, might have chid me fo': For in good Faith,” 

I am a Child to chiding,.! 5 1 Hoy © = | 
Iago. What's the Matter, Lady ul n un ebe | 
Amil. Alas, Iago, my Lord, bark fo becher hes 

Thrown fuch deſpight and heavy Teruny: upon her, 

That true Hearts cannot bear it ub 3 41691 165 
Deſ. Am I that Name, lago ?:? 23 asl E 
Tage. What Name, fair LAday + | 907 567 997 
Deſ. Such as ſhe faid my Lord did. 50 T was. 

mil. He call'd her Whore; a Begyaryin his Deibl, 

Could not have laid ſuch Tecws opa his Caſſet. 

Iago, Why did he ſa? | 1203 mac being. 
Def. I do not know; 3 " wal 1 am none ſuch. 

Iago. Do not weep, do not weeps alas the Day! 
A mil, Hach ſhe forſook ſo many noble Matches? 

Her Father? Ang. her Country? And her Friends!“ 

To be ca!l'd Whore? Would ie not make one weep?! 
Def. * mY eic hel Fortune 


Pn ends 1p 
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22002 cEMININ 
tae. \Behrew bam, for” vzobow comes this trick D 
him ? 129115 Mod 10071 
Def. Nays Hramto:doth knowoicb cl hood ws. 
mil, 1 will be hang'd if ſome ene Villain; 
kme buſy andrinſiavating Rogue, 
Some cogging, cozening Slave, ro get Gere Office, 
His not devis'd; this Slaader g d i be hang'd elfe 
Jago.  Fy3. thene is no ſuch; Man; it is 1 | 
Deſ. It a 5 there be Heav'n patdofi him 
Amil, A alter patd on him, ard Hellgnaw his 
Viy ſhould he call her "Whore t- Rhob6: pi her Com- 
any ? 
ſh Place? what Timed. what Forms? what Likely 
d. 4ay 7 1189) 
he Moor's abuw'd by ſome viodt/villanous Knaye, 3 40 
me baſe notorious Knave, ſome ſcurvy Fellow. A 
0 Heav'n, that ſuch Companion 9 : uofo old, 
ind put in every hoaeſt a Whip, W. 
To laſh the Raſcal naked through me Woll. dy N 
hen from the Eaſt to th' We | ALE 
lago. Speak within Door. n 
mil. Oh fy- upon them! Some fuck Squire bes 
That rurn'd your r Wit, the ſeamy fide Me 
ind made you to ſuſpe& me wi the Moot,” 
lo Vou are a ein, 80 n 
Deſ. Alas, lage, ar eb an Gr 
Vhat ſhall I do to win my Lond: a NY neck 
Good Friend, go to him; for by this 180 of Heav'n, 
know not how I loſt him. Here I kneel; 9 
leer my Will did treſpaſs gainſt his Love, 
ltder in Difcourſe, or Thoug po or actual Deedi. 
Ir that mine Eyes, mine Ears, or any Senſe * 
delighted them on any other Form; . jk 
I that 1 do not yet, and eve? did. & 
ic ever will, though he do make me oF 9 
0 begzarly Divorcement, love him deaf BR: - * Ny 
mtort forſwear me. Unkindneſs 1 do mw Ueb, 


\ 


it, 


0 


F ad his Unkindnefs may defeat my Li d-oT 
P WF never taint my Love. cannot Ay Ng > 
es abhor me, now I ſpeak the, wand. | 


D 2 'To 


70. O rAEL & h 


To do the Act. that might the Addition earn, 7 

Net the 'Worlt's Mae of Vanity could make we. 
Tago. I pray you be content; 'tis but his amour, 

The Bufincfſs of the State do's him n n 
Deſ. M twetre no other. | | 
Tage. It is butiſo, I warrant, 

Hark, how theſe loſtruments fomanon to ſopper ; W 

The Mcſlenger of Venice ſtays the Mat: | 

Go in, and weep not; all things ſhall be well. 


| [Exemnt Deſdemona 4 A. nilia, 
| 7 Ent er Rodorigo. +; „A obe 
How 1 now, Rodovigo? | ö eg 
Rod. do not fiad . * }\ 5430-01 
That thou des ſt juſtly with me. 1 >if vols? 


Jago. Whit in the contrary? © 

Rod. Every day thou doft'ft me with ſo me device, 155 
and rather, as it ſeems to me now, keep'ſt from me 2 
Conveniency, than ſupplieſt me with the leaſt Advantage 
of Hope, I will indeed no longer endure it. Nor am! 


yet perſwaded to put up in Peace, what. ey: J have 


to liſnly ſuffer'd. 

Jago. Will you hear me, Rodorigo? 

Ne. I have heard too muc t; and one Words bete 
formances are no kin together. | 

lago. You charge me moſt unjuſtly, 

Rod, With nought but Truth: I — waſted wy (el 
out of my means. The Jewels you have had from me 
to deliver Deſaemona, would halt have corrupted a Vatariſt, 
You have told me ſhe hath receiv'd them, aud return d 
me Expectations and Comforts of ſudden Kelpea: arid 
Acquaintance; but I find gone. 

Tago. Well, go to; very well, 

Rad. Very well, 4 to; 1 cannot go to, Man, not lis 
not very well; nay, I think it is fewry ng. 8 0 10 
find my ſelt fob'd in it. 
ago. Very well. O32? 

Rad. I tell you; tis > well; 1 will, make 2100 
known: to Deſdemona, It the Willreturn me my jew#l» ! 
will pive over my Suit, and repent my unh urtul Solicitation: 
It not. aſſure 22 belt. Iwill geek [Satisfaction of vou. 

* zun e 


x 0 


ad K * 


\ 
* 


* 1 


Moby Venter. 5 i 


Iago. You' ave laid now. A 1604) BARI on 
Bod. Ay, uud r but be 1 proteſt intend- 
ment of doing. 1092710! 

Iago. Why, now I foe thers'Metrlgin thees/and oven 
from this Inſlant do I build on thee a bettet Opinion than 
f ever before; give me thy Hand, Rodorigo, ihou haſt taken 
748 iaſt me a moſt juſt Exception; One wan ien 
- Wh not directly in thy Affar. uf; 14 5 
1 Red, It hath not appear'd. 
lia Iago, 1 -grant indeed it hath not appen'd ; "ond. your 
1 Suſpicion is not without Wit and Judgment, But, Redorige, 
if thou haſt that in thee indeed, which I have greater reaſon 
to believe now than ever (I mean, Purpoſe, Courage, and 
Valour) this Night ſhe it. If thou the next Night, fol- 
lowing enjoy not Deſdemona, take me from this World 
with Tresehery, and deviſe Engines for my Life. 
Rod. Well; What is it? Is it within. Reason and, Come 
17 a tl 
2 Sir, there is eſpecial Commwitlion come from Ve- 
Rice to depute- Cuſſio in Orhello's place. J eee (300 

Rod, Is that true? Why then Orheko and Deſd, 
turn again to Venice. C, 

Jago. Oh no; he goes into Mauritania, and takes away 
with him the {air Deſdemona, unleis his abode's liagreu 
here by ſome accident. W herein none ceabe en 


is, 


nate, as the removing of C h. * 
Rod, Row. do you mean removing bim? nu 00 
Jago. Why, by making him uncapableof ol. li pin, 

knocking aut his Brains. bf 
Rod. And that you would have me to 4 fa ihe nnd 


lago. Ay, if you dare do yourſelf a profits and a right. 
lle ſups to night with a Harlotz and thither will Lgo to 
bim. He knows not yet of his honourable Fortune if your 
wil watch his going thence (which 1 will faſhion: to fall 
out between twelve aud one) you may take him at your 
Pleaſere. I will be near to ſecond your Attempt, and he 
ſhall fall betdyeen us. Come, ſtand not amaa d at it, but 
£0 along with mei I will ſhew you ſuaba necoſſity in his 
Death, that you ſhall zbiuk.. your ſelf bound 10 pot it on 
tim, It is n high Copper * and the Night grows. 
to waſte, About x. a 

21 Rod. 
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That even his Dubbarnoels, his Checks, his Frowny,, 


-- Amil, L have laid thoſe Sheets you bad me on > Bed. 


Ia one of theſe fame Sheets. 


Red. I will hear ther r 88 r 
Jago. And you Hit be fat 725 hene 1. t 
Enter Othello, Lodovicg, De defons, AI 

Attendant. 

Lod. I do beſeech you, Sir, trouble Yout ff! Ne her? 
Oh. Ob pardon; 'twill do me g TTY Wa 

Tod. Madam, good nig bt; Ihimb! y thank your Ls 4 
Def. Your Honour is moſt welco . 8 0 
0th.” Will you walk, Sir: Oh b., * 

+ Def. My Lord. 
Ot. Ger 554 to Bed on th laſtäat, 1 will be Ted 

forthwith ; diſiniſs your Attendant there; look cheore 


5 


Def 1 win, my Lord. Yo 
mil. How goes it now? he looks, gen ifer 805 
Deſ. He ſays he will return incontinent. „ 
And hath commanded me to 69. to Beds aa N e 
And bid me to Anil, vou. 004% e n Un yer 
mil. Diſmi me ? n 
Def. It was Bis bidding," therefore d 
Give me my rightly wearing, and a leu. 1 
We muſt not now diſpleaſe him. 
"Emil. I wound you had never ſeen bi! N 
Deſ. So would LT my Lovedoth ſo, 58 


(Pr ythee unpin me) ) have gt race and favour i in) em. 
| D. All's one; god Father! how Toglſd; are, out 


Minds 2 © f i Be q 


If I do die before thee, pr'ythee aud me... 


24 12 1201 2. 


Emil. Come, come; you talk. +7 

8 My, Motber had a Maid Sha Shan" Fat 
She ae in love; and, he ſhe lov'd. provd mad. 
And did forſ;ke her, She had a Song of Willow, 
An old thin U. ., but it expreſs'd her Formne,. :- 
And —"_ 10 wy. 10 Thaz Song to Night 1D 


WA ot Mind; hare 780 — 
t to go 8 F Head al all. At, ane N 
e ng, 


Mor VI N 1 Or. 75 
* Ae e ed wbt Night's ** [ N e 


ier Wag 9.1. wet Ws 8.851 
at ke Be Ls, by p Proper. 

*. 2 ke ee NO , >: od ob 4 ke. 
" [4 8 
1 Anil. I know 4 Lady in tene would bave 20 

Hy harefoot to PROS, for a Zn bi 1 PoFE 


bel The poor Soul al Singing. 24 Hen OM 


10.4 


oy Sing all a green. i: 7 

* * Hand on her Bosen, bir Read on 1 her PIG e a 
3 by ills, Wills, Wiles. ' | 

1 The freſh 9 ran by her, and | murmur'd ber Momus, 
* Ln Wil 
1 75 from her, mel the Vos > 
(915 9 DC eſs. 


Nn — OY A Lf 
bn. . Keretbe bye e ihe? ket 
2 ding all @ green Willow 2 io d 


1 bod) blame him. bi 12 6 
4 Ny AI EH ck y Thar ko LIT 2 


mil. Its the Wind. e 


Def. I call d ae Le 
a KT IR OL 


at Sing 
V If I court 47 Whojen your! 15 Wil ny le "Mes NT T 
; Wl 5: ver his a le) Ag phi, "vine AP The a) 


2 FA 


Emil, Tü dither" nere 6; ail 2 
Def. 1e bc taid fo; 0 (hee ten; x 
Doſt thou in Conſcience: think, tel] m 131 
That there bè Women do abufe th, their l Ne l | 
Is ſuch graſs kind? why — + | 
Emil.” Fhere be ſome f ich, 7550 Jactti 15 d 8 
Deſ. Would thon do! dee for: Je 
mil, px. jr nor 1 5 a A 
Def. Ns, Herten Light, N. Lot bib apap? 
A mil. Nor eee e Wo! Wo Be 1 
I mi eee . dar ark. + 
Def. oe r eg 88 fi e edt hive Wort 
2 © ge Hug Larry ir” 
11 is 4 3 HG pi pace; * male Ve vill 2 gait ak 


4 
n paß that bode wee Fra % 
ur 


a9 =4q 


- —_ 4 


X But! do thick ĩt is tbeit Husbends Fzvulrs 


% Or — L 


D n trot ou wou lad ſt I: 
2 & Rn £1 > 


had doe "Mz: ry, I would not do ſuch a thing for x 
Joint Ring, nor for Meaſures of Law, nor for Gowne, 
Petticoors, nor Caps; nor any petty Exhibition, But for 
all the whole World; Why, who would not make her 
Husband a Cuckold, to make him a Monarch 2.1 1 


venture Purgatory for't. * 
Deſ. Beſhrew me, if I would d loch a Wro 8. q 

For the whole World. | | 
mil. Why, the wrong is but 2 wrong ; Ab woip; d 


having the World for your Labour, tis a wrong in your 
own Worla, and you might quick] y make it right. 
Def. 1 do not think there is any ſuch Woman. 
Emil. Ves, a dozen; add as many” to th roots, 
As would ſtore the World they pid for. 


"It Wives do fall: Say, that they lack their Dutiet, 

And pour our Treaſures into foreign Laps; 

Or elle break out in peeviſh Jealouſies, 

Torowing reſtraint on us; or lay the arike u, | 

Or ſcant aur former having in deſpight:; Far 

Why we have Galls; and though we have FR Grace, 

Yet have we ſome Revenge. Let Husbands know, 

Their wives have Senſe like them; they ſee and ſmel, 

And have their Palats both for ſweet and lower; 

As Husbands have. What is it that they do, 

When they change us for ocbers? ls it, ſport ? 

T think it is; and doth Affection breed it? 

I think it doth: Is't frailty that thus erys? 

It is ſo to), And have not we Affections? 

Deſires for ſport? and Frailty as Men have 7 

Then let them uſe us well; elſe let them know, 

The Ills we do, their Illis inftruct us to, 
De / Good Night; good Night ; Heav'n-meſuch uſes ſend, 

Nor to Pick bod weny bad; but wy bad, mend, Leun. 


Ker 


s. 


Mp of ente . uu 


Ac SCENE I. 
: S CEN E, the Street. s 5 | 


Enter 12g and Rodorigo. 'P 


ago. H E R E, ſtand belſind this Bulk. Straight will 
he come: 
Wear thy good Rapier bare, and put it home; | 
Quick, quick, fear nothing; I'll be at thy Elbow, 
Rt makes us, ot it mars us, think on that. 
And fix moſt firm thy Reſolution. e 
Rod. Be near at hag: 1 may mifcarry iat. 
lago. Here, at thy Hand; behold, and take ty" band. 
R:4. have no great Devvtion to the Deed, * 
And yet he hath given me ſatisfying Reaſon - - * 
Tis but a Man gone. Forth my Sword; he dies. ; 
Lago. I have rubb'd this young /Knor almoſt to the gente, 
And de grows angry. Now, whether he ki Cab, 
Or Caſſio him, or each do kill the other, a 
Erery way makes y Gain. Live Rodvrigo, - 2 
He calls me to's Reſtitution large e 
Of Gold, and Jewels, that T bob d from Mas + | 
As Giits ta Deſdemuna. made! 
I muſt not be. If Caſo do remiin, ef n 
He hath a daily Beauty in his Life, en of 
Th2t makes me ugly; and beſides, the Moor 
ny unfold me to bim; there ſtand I in much Perity- id 
No, he muſt gie. But fo, l 4 coming. ien 
| 10, 
Red. I know his Gaz) tis he: Villain thou dieſt/ | 
- - [He runs at Caſſio, and wounds lin. 
Caſ. That thruſt had been mine Enemy Wenn ir Os 4 


: Dit that my Coat is better than thou know'* * Doc 
þ | wil make proof of thine. 5 * 
Rod. Oh, Lam flain. kei. int bot l. | 


Caſ. I am maim'd for ever; | 
Help hon! Murther, Morther! - f | 


D s; 3 Ent. y 


. ͤͤ—:! . —k— . 


rr 
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1 Onan ones |. 
oll. Tbe Voice of Carrey aeg "Wer 
e Voice of Cafſinz 
14 Oh, Villain Anellle e enu HO v3; a 
4% d even ſo. ui 50103 $ 91901 600 516 - a1 
Caf. Oh help; ho! Lighth-A- Surgeon A= 
Otb. 'Tis he! O brave daga, boneſt and Juſt» 
That bheſt ſuch noble Senſe/ ol thy) Friend's wy 
Thou tes cheſt me. Minion, yaut Der lies 22 
. And; yout:upbleſt Fate hyes. Strumpet, I Sorin? 
For off my Heart, thoſe Charms, thine Eyes,atgblotted, 
Thy Bed bd. —_ with Mus Blood beſpotied, 
| ein Oithdllo, 
" Enter Lee and Grivinas.: A 84 
Caſ. What ho! No Watch? ann Mufder. 
Murder! 2 H de 
W 5 Jia ſocde Miſchance, we voice 5 werydiveſul, 
Oh belp'! ! N 0 
> Hark ! emo Ne; woll hal 
Red. Oh wretched Villains. 2t 95.) 
Led. Two or three groans;' Tn heavy ah. 
Theſe may be Counterteits: Let's think/r laat 
To come into the Cry, without more help. 
"Rod: No body came: Then hal T bleed to death, 
Exter lago, in bis in, d e 
Lod. Hark. rah þ1 On 
Gra. Hereit en comes in his Shire mich Dh 100 
Weapons -. Ay A 00 | ORIG 
lage. Whe' 's there'd; A 
Whofe Noiſe is this that cries out Murder bi Wa 
Tod. We do not know. 30 
Tago, Do not you hear a Cry? ? id 27% 
Ca. Here, here: For Heay'n ſake help mes. SY 
Jago. What's the matter? 2 01 
Gra. This is Othello; Ancient, as 1 debe e 
Led. The ſame indeed, a very valiant Fellow"! 
Jago. What are you here, that cry ſo griev e 
Caſ. Iago ? Oh lam {pail 'd, undone OR 4a 
Give me ſome Help. | 
lago. O. me, Lieutenant n Loi 4177.98, 32th 
What Villains have done this?? c- 17 Kobe 
„ 8 Col, 


Jp 
10415 


Moor of MAH x. 23 
' Caſe neee bf ny weed ab Ut, 
| laden mnake away) 10 5510 v 5: 

Jago. Oh treacherous COLE 0 * 
of What are you there? come in, atid give real 
Rod. O 'helpeme there? 

Caſe That's one of them (2 tan 11 

lago. Oh murd vous Slave! Villain 1? lag fab 

Red, O damt'd fag © inuman 

Jago Kl Men 15 th N dete be rhefe « bloody 
ted, „Thieves? Art 11769 6-40 141 
en Gleot i bis Town? 408. Murder! Montess / ; 
Mo. Must may you be! Are you of Good ot Evil! 

Lod. as von ſhel prove us, praiſe us. T7 


by biew. 


1, ee iN vs oh ur, 

Lod. He, Sir. 14805 6 

ful. Ugo, Lery:youmercy! nc 
Gra, Cao? | 
lago, How is't Brother? ran Av 
Caſ. My Leg is cut in two. 9447 03 8 wh 


55 lago. Marry Head'n — » 1+ 1941 r | 
* light pc oy I' bind ien V Shirts") ar 
of 4 Enter Bianca $313 59104 rosso 
Bign, What isthe Matter hoa ? Whoww'rihatery'$1- 
Jago. Who is't that cry d n 
Bian. Oh my dear Caſſa, | 16H 5 
ly ſweet Caſio: Oh Ga, Caſſia, CA. 
Jago. O notable Strumpet. Caffr, may your 
Vho they ſhould be, cat have thus U Jour 
Caſ. Noi - b uw 
Gra. I am ſorry to find you thus 278 "op 5 6 | 
| have been to ſeek you, n K 
5 lago. Lend me a Garter. So — Oh for a Chat 
vo bear him eaſily hence. 0 45 
Bian. Alas he faints. Oh Caf, Cap, Caſh! «1 
ago, Gentlemen all, I do ſuſpect this Tram 
To be a Party in this Injury. * 
Patience a cb good. Caſſo, come, come: 
Lend me a Light : : Know we this Face, or no? 
las, my Friend, and my dear Countryman 
ug? No: Yes ſure; Yea, tis 'Rodorige. © 


. 


84 onen Lebe, 


Gra. What, of Venice? - ben >"; % . 
lago. Even ig dig yon no- e 
e. Know him? Ah!. 
Signior Gratiauo 71 ery your gentle IAN 
The & bloody accidents muſt excuſe my ue 
That ſo neglected you. 
Gra. 1: am gad to ſte you, 
- Jago. How do you, Cafſio? Oh a- Chair, a- Chair. 
. Gra. Rodoxige t 
Jago. He, he, tis he: Oh 7 well ſaid, the Chair, 
Somegaed Man hear him carefully from hence, 
PI fetch the General's Surgeon, For you, Mittre(+, 
Save you your Labour. He that lies lain here, Cj, 
Was my dear Friend. What Malice was between you? 
Caſ. None in the World; nor do I know the Ma. 
Iago. W hat, look you pale? Ob bear him out oh” Air, 
Stay you, good Gentlemen, Look you pale, Miſtreſs? 
Do-you perceive the Gaftneſs of her Eye. [Tb Bine: 
Nay, if you ſtare, we ſhall hear more anon, . 
8 r well, I pray you look upon her, wk 
Do you ſee, Gentlemen? Nay, Gailrineſs will ſpeak, 
Though Tongues were out of uſe, 
Enter Aimilia. 
Amt, Alas, what is the Mutter? 
W hat is the Matter, Husband ?- 5 
Tago. Caſſi hath here been ſet on in the Puck 
By Redorigo, and Fellows that are ſcap'd: 
He's — Lin, end Rodorige quite dead. 
- Zmil.” Alas good Gentleman! Alas, good Caſo! 
Iago. This is the fruits of whorzing, Prithee mila, 
Go know of Cafjio where be ſupt to Night. | 
W hat. de you ſheke at that? ; 
Bian, He ſupt at my Houſe, but 1 therefore ſhake not 
Jago. O did he ſo? | charge you go with me. 
L£Emil, Oh ty upon thee, Strumpet. 
Bin. lam no Strumper, but of * an honefh, 
As you that thus: abufe me. 
Emil, As 1? F upon thee, 
Iazo Kir Gentlemen, let's go ſee poor Cup 6 drelt, 


C m— Miſtreſ:, you- mult ;elf's another Tale. Tr 


Moar f V BN1EE 83 
1,54, run to the Citadel, 2: wed 
And tell my Lord and Lady, what he nh hap +: * 

will you go on afore? this is the N Night Loh ns þ 
That either makes me. or foredags, me quite. a ove. = 


SCEN E IL. Wy SR Deſdemons is dye 1 
ver d aſteep in her oY 


Kur Othello. Wir a 1 
9 It is the Cane, it is the Gaul, my Soul; this 
5 


F, 


let me not name it to you, you chaſte Stars, . 

„ WT |: i; (ic Cauſe; Vet 111. got ſned her Bod. 

Ge Nor ſcar that whiter Skin of hers than Snow, D 

* Ar, {no9th. as Monumental Klablaſter: 3-9 

vir, e muſt die, ele ſhe'll betray. more. Men: 
Put out the Light, and then put out the Light ; 

C2, lf | quench thee, thou flaming: Miailter, . * 0 

| | can again thy former Light reſtore, - ' 
$1culd | repent me, But once put out thy Light,. 
Thou cunning Pattern of excelling. Nature 
| know not where is that krometlaan Heats 7 lor 42 + 
That can thy Light ze-lamines | LY 
When I have pluck'd thy Roſe. — 2 5 
| cannot give it vital Growth again. | | 
It needs muſt wither, I'V(mellthee on che Treey( X; Pap hr 
O balmy Breath, that doſt a] moſt perſvwade | 
Juſtice to break her Sword, Oae more, one eres N 
Be thus when, thou art dead, and I wüll kill thee, | | 

bs, And love thee after. One more, and that's. the laſt, k:; 
do ſweet, was ne'er ſo fats). I muſt weep, , 

| But they are cruel Tears: This Sorrow beav'ajy 

ot. It ſtrikes, where it doth love, She woken nl 


Deſ. Who's there, Othello? 5 N 
Oth. Ay, Deſdemons. | £þ aged En 
Deſ. Will you come ta Bed, ö | __ 


0:4, Have you pray'd to Night, Deſdewons 2 | 

Def, Ay, my Lord. | 1 

0:h, If you bethinls your. ſelf of any Crime " | < 
ol Vicconcil'd as yet to Hen, and Grace. 24M 8 
i, - Solieit 


Y ie 0 Kilkmy unprephred Spit] n'eol7 ys 


| Which I fo lov'd, and gave thee, thou gav'ſ Caſio, 
And ask him. 
Thou art on thy Death- bed. 


86 On. A B 1. 2/ Whoa, 


$olicit for it Ati : 001y519M wor Sven bak \ 
Deſ. Alack, m 70 19v9:1 ν,f:am n vor bo pf 
W * ou mend armer e leg 2 

b. We l, do le 5 be vr ief it Auen e : 


| 
U 


No, Heav'ns fed. fend, would not kill⸗thy Soul. 

Deſ. Talk you'dt king: ' 2 e . Aan 
Ot. Ay, do. I tisec 4 J, 09 Tis. [ Mir Au rn 
— T en Heav'n have Mercy on mes ne H 54; w 
0 Amen, with all my Heart. 2 41 1 Dang 2 o 


Def If you ſay ſo, I hope you'will-aot lun we. 


Hum. uno . 

Def. And yet I fear you: For arten 0 
When your Eyes rowl ſo. no TL . heh Y pe 
Why 1 ſhould fear I know not, — gie: en y 
bin. 4 Guiltineſs 1 know not: But vet h fat 1 ſean 
Oth. Think on thy Sins. 1 4 
Deſ. They are Loves I bear to rat li HR * 

Otbh. Ay, and for that thou dy'ſt. : 


Deſ. T at Death's unnatural; ils 
Alas, why na wN you ſo your Nether-lip? vin HO EG 
Some bidody Paflios ſhakes Laer — — £24 0 
TRY — Portents: But yet 

The o not point on me. A * 
Gb Peace, and be fill. 7 1 ne. 
Deſ. I win for What's the marter l 
Oth, That Handkerchief | 


- 
INE  xww+4rET\ = X 
T 


Deſ. No by my Lite 1 Soul: Send or the Many, | 
Oth, Sweet Soul, take "Way take heed of Perjury, 


+ Ay. bile not yet to die. 
Orb. Preſently. 
Therefore confeſs thee freek of thy Sin: 
For to deny each Article wit ith Oath, |; 
Cannot remove, nor choak the frong Conception 
That I do groan withal. Thou art to die. 
Deſ. O Heav'n have Mercy on me, 
Ob. 1 ſay, Amen. | 
Deſ. 


Mood VERA a BO 87:2 


Abo. And have you Mercy too; I 8 , 1099nilok 
Th fend * in my Life; never lov id A AHA Nag 
. with ſuch general warramtrizioh Heay: at V- 1601 W 


„mike lee — 4 9 — Token, 0 
0th. By Heav'n Ia imy» Hendkepchi iy s had,” - 
D perjur d Woman! thou daſt ſtone my. Heart, ves H GIL 
nd makeſt me call, what I intend to do. N Me N 
Murder, which I thought a Sacrifice. 3b „A 413 
law the Handkerchie 11 5557 ny co ft nam rt 
De/. He found & then Aa, 
[never gave it im] ſend: dor bim hither, - Q vv 3% 


r- Let him confeſs a Truth. ©; bb Ln 

8 Oth. He bath conieſt "il ee hg 
141 Deſ. What, my Lord ? | $7 .3-4 ** * 955 1 
0,0. That he dene. bei Tyr w 
«a1 Def. How > unlawfally? - NI 2 or mi? 

Oth. Ay. „dit 3dr no Aar 

Deſ. He will not ſay ſo 1+ dear mol er No 

Oth. No, his Mouth is Ropp'd gt h rh N 

Honeft: lage hath tatew Order — 47894] H. 
De/. Oh, my Fear interprets What, is Feet 

0th. Hadall hir Hairs been Lives; wy erke 
Had Stomach" for them all, SHDN eis er 


Deſ. Alas, he is betray'd, _ i dane on gb vod 
Oth. Out Strumpet ! weep'ſt thou for kim tomy Faced. © 
De/. O baniſh me, my Lord, but kill me ww Ac 


Oth. Down, Strumpet. DOA SHEA 
Deſ. Kill me to Morrow, lere live 40 Night, 43 4 
Oth. Nay, if vou: ſtriv e. 


0 Deſ. But half an Hour al Abc 
A Oth. Being done, there is no Pauſe 204 
Deſ. But while I a one Prayer ee 7 


0th. It is too late. ——— 10 mother, bers 


Emilia at the Door. 1e Ar 
Emil My Lord, my Lord! What host 10d 

My Lord, My Lord! + hols H 104 
61h. · V hat Noifeis this? not dead! ? aot et quite desdi . 

wat am cruel; am yet merciful, e nne 1 

| would not have hee inger in thy Dain, i 0 

80. lo; | 8 tou 4&2. 


4 8. 2 


£1. 


88 7x51. 0 thi 


Soft, by and by, let me the Curtains draw." 


Emil. within} What hoa! <4 0 my Lord! 
Oth, Who's there ? 21th 
Emil, * put rot Lords 1 would ſpe a Wor 
Ob Yes, ti Miva = by eee dead. 
'Tis like ſhe comes to ſpeal of Cas Death; 
The Noiſe was high. Hs, no more moving? 
Still as the Grave. Shall ſhe come in? werd good? 
I thipk ſhe ſtirs again —— No — whats beſt to do? 
If ſhe come in, ſhell ſore ſpeak to my Wife 
My Wife! my Wife! what Wite? 1 have no * 
Oh laſupportable! Oh heavy Hour! © © 
Methinks it ſhould be now a buge Eclipſe - 
Of Sun and Moon, and that thi eee Globe e e 
Should yawn at Alterstiow 1 
mil. I do beſeech yoͥoh 4 ©9927 
That I may ſpeak with you. Oh, good my IR 
Oth. 1 had forgot thee; Oh come in, Emilia, ML 


W here art thou? what's the matter with the now? | 
Enter Atilla. * 
_ Ob- my good Lord, Wer bol Made 


0. What? now? 

mil. But now, my Lord. 

Orb, It is the very Error of n 1 
She comes more near the Earth than ſhe way wont, 
And makes Men mad. 

Emil. Caſſo, my 3 hath ue 
4 young Venetian, call'd | 

©th, Rodorigo kil?d'F and Cao kill'd ? 

mil. No, Cao is not kill'd, | 

Oh, Not Cafe killd? Then Murther's out of cue 
And ſweet Revenge grows harſh. | 

Def. O falſly, tally murders. | 

mil. Alis! what Cry is that ? 

Ob. That? whart | 

Emil. Out, and alas, that was my Lady s Voice. _ 
Help! help! boa! help ! Oh Lady, fpeale again, 
Sweet Deſdemons, oh ſweet Miſtreſs, «a Is 


= 


"+ 1 


Ord 


- 


x {© 


Mor if Ves. 5 
„ 
5 


1 : $08 357» 
Def. A nilthchs Death I die. 
Emil. Oh who hath done this Deed? 2 
Deſ. No body, I my ſelf, farewe]; 
mmend. me to my kind Lord; oh . 
och. Why, how ſhould fhe be murder drt 
Emil. Alas! who knows ? 
Oth. You heard her ſay her ſelf, it wat not 1 * 


"th She's like a Liar gone to burning Hell, 
Twas 1 that kill'd her. 22 


Devil. 
— Thou doſt b- 155 der, cad 


0:h. She was falle as Water, -- 
Amil, Thou art raſh as Fire to fay 


That ſhe was ſalſe. Oh, ſhe was heaww'nly true. 
0:h. Caſſi did top ber; ask thy Hacband elſe. 


0, | were dama'd beneath all depth tn Hell, 
dat that | did proceed upon juſt Grounds 


Ta this Extremity. Fay "OE NES” IC 


mil. My Husband ! 


0th. Thy Husband. | pet 


Emil. That ſhe 8 tr | Wedlock?. 

Oth, Ay, with Caf: Had ſhe been true, 
If H-ay'a would make me ſuch other World, 
Of one entire and perſect went nary | | 
Je nor have fold her for it. 

mil. My Husband ? | 

0:h. Ay, 'twas he that told rae firſt ; 
in honeſt Man he is, and hates the Sine - 
That ſticks on filthy Deeds 

Emil. My Husband? 10 

0:b, What needs this Iteration, Woman? 
| fay, thy Husband, 


Emil. Oh Miſtreſs! Villany bas made mode wit. 


Love. 


My Husband- fay the was falſe Þ 


Oth, He, Woman; | 25 „ 


LV thy IT 40 under kad the word? 


- 


> ' 1 
. 
9 * o 


h. She zu to Folly, FE? he was 2 Whore. 
thou' arr a Devil. 


Emil. She ſaid ſo, I muſt needs report the Truth. | 


TSS. 


12 * 


to 


5 


Emil. Ob, the more Angel the, and you the blacker 


12 


= > 


& 
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* 


Upon my Soul 4 Lye; à wicked L ye Fen 


K ; Ani. 


99 OrNm U MUL, vm 
My Friend, thy Husen. Menbft; basel ei * 
il. If he f d Imp big Per miei Sou 1] 
Rot half à grain * lies to th Htutft, 
She was too fond of R fileby\Bergaio, 
Orth Hab? L 
Emil. Do thy £153." 125 ay 
This Deed of thine is ne more worthy: Rewe, & 
Than thou waſt worthy' herr : 
Oth. Peace, 185 were beſ t 
Emil. Thou haſt not half that Powertadþ ne. 
As 1 have to be hurt: Oh Gull ! h Dot: 
As ignorant as Dirt; thou baſt done 2 Det 
I care not for thy Sword, I'll Ne | 
er he Moor loſt twenty Lives — ae 
oor hath kilYd my Miſtreſs: — Wutder| 
Enter Montano, Gratiano; and Tago: 
Mon. What is the matter? How how AG: rb 
Emil, Oh, are you come, lage? You hayedon 
That Men muſt lay their dender en your Neck | 
Gra. What is te Matter 270 
mil. Diſprove this Villain, if thou den les, 
He ſays thou toldft him that his Wife was falfe! gh f 
I know thou didſt not, thou rt not ſuch a 1 40 0 
Speak, for my Heart is fall. 
Iago. I told him whit I thought; - es rol &more, 


5 10 | W 1 


Than what he found himſelf was apt e 5 N 
Emil. But did gou ever tell him, — Hey" nA 
"= » 4 * 28 22 31 pl Y 

Tago. I dict. * 


mil. Lou told a Lyes an  odiour dame Ly "oe 


She falſe with Caffiv ? did you ſay wich Cad? Ee 
lage. With Caſo, Miſtreſs; go to, charmy dur Tongue. 
mil. I will not charm. my Tongue? Tam: bound 


to ſpeax, 2 2 
My Miſtreſs here lies mutder'd; in ber bed. or A 
41. Ob Heav'ds fore fend! 15. 


Eil. And:your Reports have ſet the dates on. 
Orth. Nay, ſtare note Maſters; ix is tre in wal 
"Gre. \? Tis 'aftrange Prath. oa M T ms, 
Mon. Oh niouſtrout Aces biowe u * (hv 


JN 


Maar f Vn w i Os. 98 
Exil. Nilany Villaay! Vi At, ovnT, vM 
I think upon't 1 ink qu 1. a4 Virdany ! 
| choughe ſo then g. I'll kill my ſelf tor Grieb, \': 4 107 
) Villanz, Villany ?- Fog 12d to dae! Got 269 MAG 
age. What, are you mad? I charge you get you 
home, + wow z d en. 
Amil, Good Gentlemen, let me have leaye 10 ſpeakʒ 
Tis proper I obey him, but not na W,] —ô³² net T 
Perchance, Tago, 1 will ne'er ga home. 
Oth, Oh! oh,!.oh !.. :. 197 na Þ el vod 
mil. Na 7 lay thee down and ears 
For thou. 4 1 the ſweeteſt: Innocent, 
That e'er did lift up xye „i 10t 200. 
0h. Oh The. way fon i:: ©! 1 oo 7 
| ſcarce did know you,, Uncle. there lies your, Niece, (7 
Vhoſe Breath indeed, theſe;Hands have newly ſtop'd z 
| know this, AQ ſhewe horrible and grim. 
Gra, Poor Deſdemena 45 1 am glad thy:Faiher's dead, 
Thy xlaich was mortal to him; and pure Gtief 1:7 
Shore his old thread in twain, Did he livs . 
This Sight would make him do 3 deſperat Tum 
Yea, curſe; his better Angel from his Side, 0 276) SH 
And fall to Reptobation. uod! Zon bib nod: wons I 
0th. 'Tis pitiful, but yet are k Ern wt 65G? 
That ſhe with, Caffo hath the ct af Shame 1 vo 
A thouſand times commieted;) Cali conſeſt.iti / ad 
And-ſhe did gratify his amorous Werks,, my. 
Vith that Recogniz ce and Pledge of Lover 53 
V hich I fir gate berg I ſaw it in his Hand;: 
It was an Handkerchief, an antick Token % 
My Father gave my Mother. 202 
Kili. Oh Heav'n! O heav'nly Powers 31:77 2. 
lago. Come, hold your peace 
Emil. Twill out, "twill out —— 1 peacęg h 
No, I will ſpeak as liberal as the Notth, iA vi 
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Let Heav'n, and Men, and Devils, let tbem all, . 
All, all ery Shame againſt me, yet Ill EW. 
lago, Be wile, and get you home. % wi 
Amil. I will not. {lag offers n bi. 
Gra, Fy, your Sword upon a Womanta {5 wits 


„rt ; 


a +» x * 
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| Za, Ob; Wös dbb pet . 
n That Handkerchicf tou ſpexk'{t of, 
in 1 found by Fortune, and did give toy Flacband; 
i For often, with a ſolemn Earneſtneſs, 
| More than indeed belong'd to ſuch a be 
1 He begg d of me to ſez lit. 
_ . * Tago. "Viſhatious Whore 1" © 
* mil. She give it Caf ?, Alas r found it its 
il And I did give it my Husband, 
| Tago. Filth, thou lieſt. | 
1 : Emil. By Heav'n I do not; ris noty e 
| Oh murd'rous Coxcomb, what ould ſuch's Fool 
Hl Do with ſo good a Wite ? | 
13 Cee breaks through ard wounds bis Wife; then nn out, 
34 H. Are there no Stones in Heav'n, 
1 But what ſerve for the Thunder? precious within 1 
U Gra. The Woman fal's ; ſare be hath KilPd his Wite. 
mil. Ay, ay; Oh lay me by my Miſtreſs lde 
Gra. He's gone, but his Wife's kill'd, 
i | Mon. Tis a notorious Villain; take You. this oor Mane 
4 Which I hive recover'd from the Mort? 
| Come, guard the Door without, let him not pals, 
But kill him rather; ll after that fime Villan, 
For *tis a damned Slave. | [Ei 
4 | O. b. I am not valiant neither; | 
Bat every Puny Whipſter gets my Sword, 
But why ſhould Honour out-hve Hooelty?” X 
1 Let it go all. 5 
if. mil. What did thy Song boad, Lady? 
Hark, canſt,thou hear me? I will play the tins 
And die in Muſick; Pillow, Willow, Willow 
Moor, ſhe was chaſte, ſhe lov'd thee, crue] Moor, 
So come my Soul to Bliſs, as I ſpeak true; 
So ſpesking as I think, alas, I die. L ails Dies 
On. I haye another Weapon in this Chamber, 
It was à Sword of Spain, 75 Tee brooks Temper; 
Oh here it it: Uncle, I'mult come forth... 
ra. I thou attempt it, it will coft thee dear; 
Thou haſt no N | perforce or. 22 


N. | a, 
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0:4. Look in upon me rr wird me, 
„raked as I am, I will sſſeult hee. 


27 Fg * 


Gra. What is the: Matter? M OM totrrg utc t 
0:6, Behold, I bares Weapon: nn 197 
bettet never did it ſelt ſuſtaioſ a » 


roa 2 Soldier's Thigh, +1 have ſeen the Pay, f 
That with this little Arm, and this good Sword, 0 
baue made my way through more I N 
Than twenty times your ſtqp. But, oh vain Boaſt! | 
Who can controul his Fate? Tis not ſo now . 
Ze no! aftai - though you do ſce me weapon'd-;, . —— 
here is my Journey s end, bere is my Butt, 
1nd very Sca- mak of my utmoſt Sail. 
Do you go bat k diſmay'd? Tis a . i 
um but a Ruſh againſt Qthells's Breaſt, "WR, 
na he retites. W here ſhould Ochello ga? A* 
Xow —— ho doſt thou iooł no Oh PER Weach! 
Pale as thy Smock! When we ſhall meet at Compt., 
This Look of thine will hurl my Soul from Heay'n, ... 
And Fiends will ſnatch: at it. Cold, cold, my Gul? 
en like thy Chaſticy,.. Q curſed, e curſed Staro wo 
Whip me, ye Devils, en ee 
om the Peſſeſſion of this heav ay Sight; F YR: 
xi, Bow me about in Winds, and roaſt me in Sulphur, I 
Waſh me in Reep-down gulfs of Lquid Fire ———: 
Oh Deſdemona Deeds Deſdemona.! Dead, dead! Oh, * 
Enter Lodovico, Caſſi 1 led in mounded,: Magiano, 4 
lago Priſoner, with Officers, | 
Lod. Where is this raſh, and moſt unfortunate Man * 
0th, That's he that was Orbello: Here lam. f 
Led. Where is that Viper? bring the Villain forch. ; TH 
0th. 1 look duwn towards his Feet; but that's a Fables 
|| that thou beeſt a Devil, 1 cannot kill the. 
[Othello mans logo. 
Lod. Wrench his Sword from him, 
lag. I bleed; Sir, but not kill d. | 
0th, I am not ſorry neither; I'd have ee lives 


For in my. Senſes. e ( 
Led. O 7 Giles ave waſt ones fo good | 
an in the practice 


8. \ 4 ? 
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What ſhall befdid todhee rn ers $i 


Found in the Pocket of che flair /Roadrigo,”' 1807 900 1 


0th, Why any thing; basb yaimot gg 
An Honourable Murderer, if you will lid: 9) 
For:noughb1 did io aue but ain onovur. of 
Lod. This Wretch tiath-pare-confeſt his Viany: 
Did ron een Death? Ns! 
Oth, A Dean v $0915 51 
Ca ſ. "Dear General, I never bene 8 
Orth. 1 do believe it, and I ask-your Pardon? 
Will you, I pray, demand that Bemy- Devil, 
Why he hath thus enſuat d my Soul and BOdy. 1901 9 
lago. Demand me nothing, what you kriow,y ou kirow 
From this time forth I never wn * Wesch = 


Lod. What? — +: MANY | | * 10 570 
Gra. Torments will wh too Lips,” ett vo; nod? | 
Oth, Well, thou daſt | 26 Im 0 4850 


Tod. Sir, you ſhall nderſiand whit bath bebe 
Which as I think, you know not; here isa Letter, 90 


And here another; the one of them portes ag 
The Death of can, to be andemock 7 NY 5 39.4! 
By Rodorigo. 4 7 kf a4 a} 
Oh, 0 Villain? aso | FILE sen 
Caſ, Moſt heatheniſn. dad mög grole. ewes 
Led, Now, ber Hunter issue gtd ec 
Found in his Pocket too; and this if ſeem | 
Rodorigo meant t*haye fent this damned Villain'; ade 
But that belike Iago in the interim . 
Came in, and ſatisſy d him 1 n 
Orth. O thou pernicious Caitift! KY 
How came you, Caſo, by that Handkerchief | 
That was my Wife's ? AE 
- Caf. I found it in my Chamber; m Ly « 
And he himſelf cotfeſt-ir but even now, _ © * fie 
That there he dropt it for a ſpecial Purpoſe,” 
Which wrought to his Defire, *' © . 
Oh. O Fool, Fool, Fool?! 1550 Sy 
Caſ. There is beſides, in Rodrigo“ «Letter, A ? "7 


. 


How he upbtaids Jago that he de ing en 1 5 
Braye me upon the Watch; whereon it came 


” wn %. 
. 
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n 1 was caſt; and even nowiheſpake> loch 164 W . 
fer long ſeeming dead, Iago hurt'hinng 41 47 0 
ro ſet him on. {\;yy OY N iti vids. onoh nA 
lod. You, muſt ſbſake this Rodingiand go wich up 
our Power and n od} mY * 
ad Caſſio rules in — For: this Slave, or big 
there be any cunning Cruelty va a0 * 
hat can torment him 3 nd hold bir long. 

; ſhall be hig, 0 You-ſhal cloſe Priſoner reſt; | + 0 
Till that the, Natute of your Fault be known 507 1 
o the Venetian State. Come, bring away: 
0th, Soft you; a werd or two before yuu 1 SIVY 
have done the State ſome Service, and they know'ty 
o more of that. I pray you in your Letters, 
INvyben you ſhall theſe unlucky Deeds relate, 
peak of me, as I am. Nothing extenuate,” 
or ſet down: aoght in Malicſce ae. $a 
rden muſt you ſpeak, on wont wor ns | 2 laid W 
ot one that lov'd not wiſelys but too well Ad ui bau 
Pot one, not eaſily Jeslous, but being wrought z 
I berplex'd in the Extream; of one, whoſe Hand, 2 
Like the baſe Indian, threw a Pearl away 
Richer than all his Fribe; of one, whoſe . ye, 
albeit unuſed to the melti: g Mood, ?\ 
Drop Tears as faſt as the e @tees' a wa ' 

MW Their Medicinal Gum. set you down chi. + bavo! ©. 

* And ſay beſides, that ia Aleppo once, gem 00 Ade — 
Where a Malignant, and a turban'd Turk - 2603 18 : 
Beat a Venetian, and traduc'd:the State, 7 100 

took by th' Throat the Circumciſed 

And ſmote him, thus. e me, 

Led. Oh bloody Period! | | a 

Gra, All that is ſpoke is marr d. 

Oth. I kiſt thee, ere 1 kill'd thee? No way bur 18 0 

Tilling my ſelf, to die upon a. Kiſ . , 


Ca,. This did 1 fear, but thought he had no Wea n; 
For he was great of Heart, 0 ry Ss 
Lod, Oh Spartan Dog! * 8 T 


More fell than ein Hangers" or we IU 54 oF 


96 Or HT L O. 


Look on the Tragick Loading of this Bed; 
This is thy work; the Object puifons fight, 
Let it be hid, Gratiano, keep the Houſe, 
And {gize upon the Fortunes of the Moor, 
For they ſucceed to you. To you, Lord Governor, 
Remains the Cenfure of this helliſh Villain: 
The Time, the- Place, the Torture, ob inforce it, 
My ſelf will ſtraigbe aboard, and to the Statt, 
This heavy Act, with heavy Heart, relate. Eren 
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